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OF THE 
Earl of ROs co MON. 
ADDRESSED To 


Mr. P O 7 E. 


the Intention of Dr. Knigbiley 
Chetwood, Dean of G loucefter, to 
have written the Life of the Earl 
of 1 This deſirable Work he af- 
ſured me, but the Year before he died, 1727, 
he had finiſhed, and. lent to an intimate 
A 2 5 Friend, 
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heard it was, ſome Years ago, 
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Hama. who had che Misfortune to loſe it, 


with his own Life, in his —.—— 8 Eng- 
land to ea. * 


What I B10 has ah to colle& EXT 


5 We this noble Perſon, together with m 


Vouchers, I ſhall here 1 oy: before 
you. "4 


Sir ee Ware ad 6 Irif Hiſtorians 
inform us, that the name of DiLLON is of 
very great Antiquity in that Kingdom. His 
Family were dignified with great Honours 
ſoon after the Conqueſt, and were originally 
Natives of England. The Earldom of R 
comon, which he inherited, came to him by 
a long Deſcent, yet it does not appear that 
any of his Relatives were of remarkable Note 
before his Time: Since his Death, indeed, 
ſome Branches of his Family, who followed 
the Fortunes of the late King Ja uESs, have 
made conſiderable Figures abroad, eſpecially 
in the Army, wherein this Earl took his firſt 
IP to Knowledge and Fortune, 


. 
4 


Finn Father, James Dillon Earl of n 


tho' bred in, was very early converted from, 


the Errors of the Church of Rome, by Arch- 
biſhop Uper... His Son Wentworth, who is 


the Subject of our ee Was born i in — 
8 


land, 


Earl of Rose v 
land, when that Kingdom was under the Ad- 
miniſtration of the Earl of Strafford *, to 
whom his Lordſhip's Mother (deſcended from 
the Boyntons of Bramſton in Yorkſhire) was 
nearly related: and when he was Baptiſed, 
the Lord. Lieutenant gave him the Sur - Name 
of his own F amily Wentworth. _ 

1 ET E 

His Lordſhip vaſſed the "ſd Fears of 
his Infancy in Ireland, and was educated in 
the Proteſtant-Perſuaſion ; the Earl of Straf- 
ford apprehending that his Family would be 
_ expoſed to the moſt furious Effects of Re- 
ligious-Revenge, at the Beginning of the 
Iriſh Rebellion, ſent for his God-Son into 
England, and placed him at his own Seat in 
Yorkſhire, under the Tuition of Dr. Hall, 
afterward Biſhop of Norwich, a Perſon of 
eminent Learning and Piety. By him he was 
inſtructed in Latin; and without learning 
the common Rules of Grammar, which he 
could never retain in his Memory, he at- 
tained to write in that Language with Claſ- 
fical Elegance and Propriety and with ſo 
much Faſe, that he - choſe it to correſpond 
with thoſe Friends who had Learning ae | 
to ſupport the Commerce. | 


bo bog. Mr. Fenton 5 N otes on ect s Poems: 
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f MEMOIRS ot 


| When the Cloud began to gather over 
Revidnd, and the _ of Strafford was ſingled 
out for a Prey to popular Fury ; by the 
Advice of the Lord Primate Uſher, he was 
| ſient to compleat his Education at Caen in 
Fo Normandy, under the Care and Direction of 
} the famous Bochartus. After ſome Years 
he travelled to Rome, where he grew familiar 
| with the moſt valuable Remains of Anti- 
| quity; applying himſelf particularly to the 
j Knowledge of Medals, which he gained in 
Perfection: And ſpoke Italian with ſo much 
| Grace and Fluency, that he was frequently 
| miſtaken there for a Native. Soon after 
| the Reſtauration he returned to England, 
ö where he was graciouſly received by King 
! Charles II. and made Captain of the Band of 
. Penſioners; and ſome time afterwards, . Maſter 
| „ Horſe to the Dutcheſs of York; both 


2 . 
* 


which Places, I am aſſured, he enjoyed dur- 
ing his Life. In the Gaieties of that Age 
25 was tempted to indulge a violent Paſſion 
for Gaming; by which he frequently ha- 
zarded his Life in Duels, and exceeded the 
* Bounds of a moderate Fortune. A Diſpute 
with the Lord Privy-Seal, about Part of 
his Eſtate, obliging him to reviſit his Na- 
tive Country, he reſigned his Poſt in the 


Engiſh Court: And foon after his Arrival 
| | ar 


Earl Roscomon. ü 
at Dublin. the Duke of Ormond appointed 
him to be Captain of the Guards. His be- 
loved Horace obſerved, that, The diſeaſes of 
the Mind are ſeldom cured by Change of Air; 
the Truth of which was confirmed by his 
Lordſhip's Example; For he was there as 

much as ever, diſtempered with the ſame fatal 
Affection tor Play; which engaged him in one 
Adventure that well deſerves to be related, viz. 


As he returned to his Lodgings from a 
_ Gaming-Table, he was attacked in the Dark 
by three Ruffians, who were imployed to aſ- 
ſaſſinate him: The Earl defended himſelf 
with ſo much Reſolution, that he diſpatched 
one of the Aggreſſors; whilſt a Gentleman, 
accidental] 7 pang that Way, interpoſed, 


and diſarmed.a ; che third ſecured him-:. © 
Gif by. Frghe, Ti Ee 


a diſbanded Officer, of a good. Family, and 
fair Reputation; who, by what we call the 
Partiality of Fortune, to avoid cenſuring the 
Iniquities of the Times, wanted even a plain 
Suit of Cloaths to make a decent Appearance 
at the Caſtle, But his Lordſhip, on this Oc- 
caſion preſenting him to the Duke of Ormond, 
with great Importunity prevailed . with his 
Grace that he might reſign his Poſt of. Cap- 


* Calum non Animum mutant qui trans mare current. 
| a tain 
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vi MEMOIRS of the 
tain of the Guards to his Friend; which, for 
about three Years the Gentleman enjoyed: 
and upon his Death, the Duke returned the 
Commiſſion to his generous BenefaCtor. - © 


The Pleaſures of the Engliſb Court, and the 
_ Friendſhips he had there contracted, were 
powerful Motives for his Return to London. 
Soon after he came, he was made Maſter of 
the Horſe to her Royal Highneſs the Dutcheſs 
of York; and married the Lady Frances, 
eldeſt Daughter of Ricyarp Earl of Burling- 
ton, Who before had been the Wife of Colo- 
r 


MF About this Time, in Imitation of thoſe 
| [learned and polite Aſſemblies, with which 
tbe kod khomn anqualnted uE; particularly 
one at Caen, (in which his Tutor Bochartas 
died ſuddenly, whilſt he was delivering an 
Oration) he began to form a Society for the 
refining and fixing the Standard of our Lan- 
' guage ; in which Deſign his great Friend Mr. 
Dryden was a principal Aſſiſtant. A Deſign, 
of which it is much eaſier to conceive an 
' agreeable Idea, than any rational Hope ever 
to ſee it brought to Perfection among us. This 
Project, at leaſt, was entirely defeated ' by 
the Religious Commotions which enſued on 
King James's Acceſſion to the Throne: At 
75 ">" = which 


Earl of Roe . ” 


which time the Earl took a Reſolution to paſs 
the Remainder of his Life at Rome; telling 


his Friends, it would be beſt to fit next to ibe 


Chimney when the Chamber ſmoa ed. Amid 
theſe Reflections he was ſeized by the Gout, 
and being too impatient of Pain, he per- 
mitted a bold French Pretender to Phyſic to 

apply a repelling Medicine, in order to give 
him preſent Relief; which drove the Diſtemper 
into his Bowels; and in a ſhort Time put a 
Period to his Life in the Cloſe of the Year 
1684, at St. James's. The Moment in which 
he expired, he cried out, with a Voice that ex- 


preſſed. the moſt intenſe Fervor of 1 


My God, my Father, * my Friend; 
Do not forſake me at my End *. 


He was buried with great F uneral Pomp 


in Weſtminſter Abbey; but his Friends ſeem. 


to have thought his own Writings a more du- 
Table Monument, than any they could erect 
to his Memory. And in them we view the 


Image of a Mind which was naturally ſerious 


and ſolid; richly furniſhed, and adorned, 
With all the Ornaments of Art and Science; 


and thoſe Ornaments unaffectedly diſpoſed in 
the moſt regular and elegant Order: His 


* See his Tranſlation of the Dies Ire, Dies Iliz. 


Imagina- 
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x MEMOIRS F zhe 
Imagination might have probably been more 
fruitful and ſprightly, if his Judgment had 
been leſs ſevere : But that Severity delivered 
in a maſculine, clear, ſuccinct Stile) contri- 
buted to make him ſo eminent in the Didac- 
tical Manner, that no Man with Juſtice can 


affirm he was ever equalled by any of our 


own Nation, without confeſſing at the ſame 
Time that he is inferior to none. In ſome 


other Kinds of Writing his Genius ſeems to 
haye wanted Fire to attain the Point of Per- 


fection: But, who can attain it! 


Mr. Hinton concludes cheſp ien Par- 
ticulars of the Earl of Roſcomon's Life, (which 


it is ſtrongly to be preſumed were communi- 
cared to him by Dean Chezwood) with inform- 
ing us, that Mr. Waller addreſſed The Poem to 


his Lordſhip, on bis Tranſiation of Hor acz's 
Art of Poetry, Ann. tat. 75. | 


Aſter the Death of the Earl of 33 5 


F ather, it ſeems doubtful what Method was 


taken in his Education ; tho* by. a Hint of 


Mr. Davpen's, it looks as if the Military 


Service was his firſt Een but 1 in what 
Degree is uncertain : 


Roscomon. 


| Roscomon firſt in Fields of Honour 


known, 


Firſt in the peaceful T. n of the 
Gown ; | 

He both MiwzRvas gaſtly aden bis 
own, * 


That he was ot _ plainly appears, ＋ 


and took his Degrees in Arts; but whe- 
ther he was a Member of that Univerſity, 
or only complimented them with a ſhort 
Stay there, is equally uncertain. He was 
nominated to be created Doctor of Laws 
in the Year 1683, when ſeveral other No- 
blemen || proceeded in the ſame; but what 
perhaps was a Compliment to their Birth, 
was directed to his Lordſhip's Merit : how- 


ever he did not take that Degree. But he 


was acquainted with, and admired by all the 
Wits of that famous Ara, King CHARLES 


the Second's Reign; and if we may be allow- - 


ed to gueſs from his Writings, Mrs. Ca- 
THERINE Philips, of the Female Sex, ſeems 


See his Verſes, prefixed to his Lordſhip's 2 4 on 

Tranſlated Verſe. Lond. 4to. 168 
+ See Word's Athen Oxon. Vol. 11. Page 8 

1 Robert Bulkley, ſecond Son of Robert Lord 3" Bulkl ef, 

Viſcount Cohels in Ireland; and Henry Adu Earl 

| of Peterborough. 
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xi MEMOIRS of the 


to have been his Favorite. But of all the 


Perſons whom he honoured with his Friend- 
ſhip, none was ſo dearly intimate with him, 
as the learned and ingenious Dr. CET“ 


 woop. If you will be pleaſed to read that 
incomparable Copy of Verſes of His, be- 


fore the Eſſay on Tranſlated Verſe, you will 


be convinced what a near Alliance there was, 


both of Heart and Gen us, between thofe 
eminent Perſons. It is a great Pity that 


he did not, for he, I believe, only could 


have given us a full Account of his Lord- 
ſhip's Life and Character. His Genuine Works 


are well known, + and need no Recommen- 


dation; eſpecially, not that Borrowed one of 


giving him an-Applauſe due to another, as has 
been done by an ignorant Editor, in aſcribing 


9 He wrote the Prologue to the Tragedy of Pou- 
PE x, tranſlated by her from the French of Monſicur 
Corneille ; and another Prologue ſpoken to the Duke of 
York at Edinburgh, upon reviving one of Her Plays. 
His Lordſhip alſo wrote an Epilogue to ALEXANDER the 
Great, when aRed at Dablin, Mrs. Philips in a Let- 


ter from Dublin, Oct. 19. 1662.) gives him this Cha- 


rater: © My Lord Roscomon is a very ingenious Per- 
ſon, of excellent natural Parts, and certainly the moſt 
« hopeful young Nobleman in Treland. 


+ Beſides his Poetical Works, his Lordſhip, at the 


a Duke of Ormond's Requeſt, tranſlated Dr. Sherlock's Cas 


of Allegiance Due to Sovereign Poavers, & c. into Freuch, 
Anno 1682. | | Fe IO COTE 


„ 0 he 
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* | | | | ro 


Earl K N. Xii 


to his Lordſhip Two Poems, x. The P | 
of Death, by: the Reverend Mr. Fab 


and, 2. The Prayer of Jeremy paraphraſed 


by Mr. Southcot F. cannot better con- 


clude this Memoir, than with the ex 
. | 
and juſt Character of his Writings Sew by 


Mr. Dryden. 


+ See Miſcellaneous Poems ang . nn em for 


B. Lintot, 1721. 
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xv MEMOIRS f the 


Mr. Dryden 8 On ada of the 


EAR of Roscouox. 


HE wit of Grece, the Gravity of of Rome 
Appear exalted in the Britiſb Loom; 

The Muſes' Empire is reſtor'd agen, 

In ͤCharles's Reign and by Raſcomon's Pen, 


N - 
SAC: 


NS RD Yet modeſtly He does his Wok xk ſurvey, 
. And calls a finiſhed Poem an Ess ax; F 

. For all the needful Rules are ſcatter d here, 

FE Truth ſmoothly told, and pleaſantly ſevere ; 

46x80 well is Art diſguis'd, for Nature to appear.) 

Nor need thoſe Rules to give Tranſlation light; 

His own Example is a Flame ſo bright: 
That he who but arrives to Copy well, 
Unguided will ade; unknowing will excel. 
S carce his own Horace + could ſuch Rules ordain, 
Or his own Virgil“ ſing a nobler Strain. 

Too what Perfection will our Tongue arrive, 
ö How will Invention and T rarflation thrive, 


4 On Tranſland 7; 7 > 
1 His Trapflation of The Art of Funes 
a H n The Sixth Eclogue. 


- x & ; 
* 
— 4 a 0 
of . 

4 * % * p 

# At * . es, r 8 ; 
* ” 2 * 
* * * * 4 
* 


0 F 


Earl ef RosCoMoN. xv 
When Authors ob/ F. born will bear their Part, 
And not diſdain th' inglorious Praiſe of Art! 
When thefe tranſlate, and teach Tran//ators too, 
Nor fr/tling Kid, nor any vulgar Vow | 
Should at Apollo's grateful Altar ſtand ; 
Roſcomon writes to that auſpicious Hand, 
Mus fred the BULL that ſpurns the yellow Sand. 
Roſcomon, whom both-Courts and Camps commend, 
True to ** Prince, and Faithful to his Friend. 


JON DRYDEN. 
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Such was 2 not more learn'd than good, 
With Manners gen'rous as his noble Blood ; 

To him the Wit of Greece and Rome was known; 
And every Author's Merit but his own, 
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5 NE E. BOOKS. : 


it HE. SCHOOL of FENUS : Or, The LADY's 
MISCELLANY. Being, A COLLECTION 

of Okrtcinar Po us, TRANSLATIONS, TALEs, and 

NovEls, relating to Lov and GaLLanTRy, 


- Venus! thy Empire o'er the World extends ! 

To thy ſoft Charms the whole Creation bends ! 

On Earth, in Streams, thro? all the rolling Main, 
(The leafy. Foreſt, and the grafſy Plain; 
Thy kindling Warmth, the various Nations find, 
And ruſh with Joy to generate their kind, Dar DEN. 


| Aderned with Cuts, deſigned by Hogarth, Price 65. 


II. The Arran of Love: Or, The Art of Kiſſing, 
in all its Varieties. Being a curious Collection of Po- 
ems, and other Miſcellanies. Deſigned for the Im- 
provement of both Sexes. The chaſteſt Ear will be 
equally entertained, and forewarned, by a Recital 
of the alluring Wiles of the Fair Sex ; at the ſame Time 
that the diſhonourable Attacks of Mankind are expoſed, 
in order to preſerve the Ladies Reputation. F or, herein, 
from the Court to the Cottage, the Affair of intriguing 
Gallantry is fully traced thro' its moſt intricate Laby- 
rinths. Price 65. 

III. A New MizezLLAne of Original Poems, 'Tranſ- 
lations, and Imitations. Publiſhed by Anthony Hammond, 
Eſq; Written by the moſt eminent Hands, «iz. Mr. 
Prior, Mr. Hughes, Mr. Pope, Lady Mary Wortley 
Montague, Mrs. Manly, Mrs, Fouke, Mrs. Centlivre, Mr. 
Ambhurſt, &c. Price 5 8... . 

IV. The Works of William Wars, bl; in 
ProsE and VERSE. With ſome Account of the Au- 
- thor and his Wiiting ; Woo his Character by Mr. Por E. 
Price 45. 

V. The Won ks of Major RichaxpsoN PACE, in 
 Verse and Pa OSE. Price 95. 

VI. The PogTicar Works of Mr. Secretary AD» 
DISONs in n 2 Volumes. Price 95. 
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III. The DeLIicGHTs of VEN us. 


Her Face half out, like S at Break of Day; 3 


1 
Eclipſe ber Eyes, there'd be no looking there. 

She naked ſtood, whillt [ with Joy adore i 
The fineſt Shape I eber had ſcen before; Ae 
Her little, pretty, panting Bubbies were — 4. ID 7 
As white as Snow, and as the Chryſtal clear. « "3 MW 
I ſomething ſaw, which was but thinly haigd, 2:44: 


The Charms of which, I'll from the Reader ue, ; A 


Made —— foam with over much Deſire 
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1 Por Ms. 


Caf HTH Love. 


CON 
II. Dr polpES. By Mr. Butler, 
. Lady SanDwicn's Cabinet. 


Never before Printed. 


The DIS C O E R 5 _ 
O Sylvia's Room I (unſuſpeded) ſtole, ' -» * i 
Unieen by her, I crept into a Hole, CE — 


Where I could view the ſpacious Room all round, -+ ++ , "2m 


Obſerve the Nymph, and not by her be ſound, © lt 
When firſt I enter'd, on the Bed ſhe lay, © 


And now, like him, ſhe thinks it Time toriſes © 5 
As he unclouds, ſo ſhe unveils her Eyes ; Nt SR, 
- ben by Degrees, ſhe rais'd her ſelf opright, | | 

Phebus himſelf ne'er yet appear'd ſo bright; RT... 
So clear ſhe ſeem'd, did not her ſable Hair W 
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It not too buſhy, nor too bald appear d; 


For 'twas more lovely than I can deſcribe. g 
The Sight of which ſet all my Blood on Fire, 5 
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And ſwelling, ſhew'd he wanted to be en "= 1 4 7 


Miſcellaneous Por MS. 
Oh ! there I thought I could for ever dwell, 
Partaking Bliſs beyond what Tongue can tell; 
The Sight would nouriſh me ten thouſand gg 
Give ſolid Joys, which are unmix'd with Fears, 

I bleſs'd my Eyes, and would not change my Seat | 
For zl! the Pompous Riches of the Great: 

Sue to n'd her round, then ſate upon the Bed; 

Her 11 y Hands pull d ope her Maiden- bead. 

She ſtrove to view what I more plain could ſee, 

Which rais'd my Paſſion to an Ecſtaſy. 

The Sight alone ſoon made me- ched my ——, 

I And ſpill that - - of which ſhe ſtood. in Need. 

Then from the Table ſhe her Garment took, 

Where, in her Pocket, was a Bawdy Book ; 

Which ſhe remov'd, and thence drew out a Tool, 

Mach like to that with which Men Women rule; 

=  She.it apply' where I'm aſham'd to tell, 

sand acted what I could have done as well. 
Jocon from her Womb a ſlimy Matter ſprung ; 
Poor -ſtarts, and thinks he ſuffers wrong; 
And in Revenge, he now again lets fly, 
3 nd ſpewing, fell down in an Agony. 
t * LES cn Tranſp ort he ſome little Time lay dead; 
13 Pn ſoon Aving, rais'd his Coral Head. | 
de no leaves off, and lays che D - by ; 
0 5 15 5 hen with the Sheet, rubs her Tu gucgue dry, 
And whipes the M — e off her ſnowy Thigh. 
Thus ſhe pre par d to put her Veſtments on, 

2 Wen ſhade her Body, as a Cloud the Sun. 
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But ſhe ſhines faireſt in her nat ral Light, _ 
And needs no Colour to ſet off her Mein, 
Who is all- lovely, and of Beauty Queen. 
As ſoon as dreſt, ſhe from the Chamber went, 
And leſt me ſighing in my Tenement: 
Itbegß gie t out, and to the BedT ran, 
And Eis d the Pillow that her Cheeks lay on. 
FF found Ute D——, which I brought away, 
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Some Weich fine Cloaths do make themſelves more bright, 
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And was reſolv'd, that he no more ſhould prove 
Poor Rival, who can only move | 

The Luſt of Ladies, and not lay their Love. 

"Tis I, ſaid , that much quench the Fire ; 


The moſt you do, ſerves but to raiſe Deſire: 


Thou lifeleſs, ſapleſs, frozen, ſtubborn Toal, . 
Doſt think thou can'ſt the Hearts of Women Wie! ? 
No one that ever knew the Worth of me, 

Will after take up with unjuicy thee. 

Thus he inſults. this new ta'en Priſoner, 

Like ſome ambitious upſtart Emperor, 

Who has juſt ended a ſucceſsful War, 

I thought it now was time to quit the Room, 

And paſs at Home my humble Captive's Doom. 
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UCH a ſad Tale prepare to hear, 
As claims from either Sex a Tear. 
Twelve D:/docs meant for the 1 
Of aged Lechers of the Court, 


Where lately burnt by impious Hane mn 


Of trading Raſcals of the Land, 
Who envying their curious Frame, 
Expos'd theſe Priaps to the Flame. 5 — 
Oh ! barbarous Times !: when Deitiees 
Are made themſelves a Sacrifice! 

Some were compos'd of ſhining Horns, 


More precious than the Unicorn's. - -- i 
Some were of Wax, where ev'ry Vein, - 
And ſmalieſt Fibre, were made plain. © © 787 

Some were for tender Virgins fit, e 


Some for the large ſalacious Slit 
Of a rank Lady, tho' ſo torn, 


She hardly feels when Child is horn: 


Dildo has Noſe, but cannot ſmell, Bo ITN 
No Stink can his great Courage quell; t Han 


PST, 
At Sight of Plaiſter he'll ne'er fail, e 


Nor fainily aſk you what you ail; 


K * 
* nn 


Occaſioned by Burning a uur. 0 Di 0 — FT I 
Market, 1672. 5 Yon 


By Mr. BuTLER, Author of Hudibras, * ; 
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En Miſcellaneous Po k M s. 


Women muſt have both Vouth and Beauty, 
E're ——, damn'd Rogue, will do his Duty, 
And then ſometimes he will not ſtand too, 
 Whate'er Gallant or Miſtreſs can do. 
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But J too long have left my Heroes, 
= Who fell into worſe Hands than Nero's; 


Poelve of them ſhut up in a Box, 
WM N artyrs as true as are in Fox, | 
Were ſeiz'd upon as Goods forbidden, 

b eep, under unlawful Traffick, hidden; 
hen Council grave, of deepeſt Beard, 


{ 
f 


_ 
8 
6 


Were call'd for, out of City-Herd. 
: But ſee the Fate of cruel Treachety, 
4 _ "Thoſe Goats in Head, but not in Lechery. 
Forgetting each his Wife and Daughter, 
|  ©Condemn'd theſe Dilaoes to the Slaughter: 
4 Cuckolds with Rage were blinded ſo, 
43 They did not their Preſervers know. 
I One leſs fanatic chan the reft, 
Stood up, and thus himfelf addreſs'd : 
Theſe Dildoes may do Harm, I know ; 
Baut pray what is it may not ſo ? : 
Plenty has often made Men proud, 
And above Law advanc'd the Crowd: 
Religion's ſelf has ruin'd Nations, 
And cauſed vaſt Depopulations; 
Vet no wiſe People cer refus'd it, | 
Cauſe Knaves and Fools ſometimes abus'd it. 
Alre you afraid, leſt merry Griggs | 
Will wearfalle—— like Periwigs; 
1 And being but to ſmall ones born, | 
1 Will great ones haye of Wax and Horn; 
# Since even that promotes our Gain, 
 Methinks unjuſtly we complain, 
1 If Ladies rather chuſe to handle 
{9 Our Wax in Di/dve than in Candle, 
4 Much Good may't do em, fo they pay for't, 
1 And that the Merchant never ſtay for't: ; 
7 For, Neighbours, is't not all one, whether 


In ——or Shoes they wear our Leather? 


„„ 
WE. SS n 8 
_— F n. F 

o * 
, 


Miſcellaneous POE Ms. — 
Whether of Horn they make a Comb, | 
Or Inſtrument to chaſe the Womb. 


Like you, I Monſieur Dilave hate; 
But the Inv-ntion let's tranſlate. 


You treat 'em may like Turks and Jeaus, * 
But I'll have two for my own Uſe, : 
Priapus was a Roman Deny, | 23 | 
And much has been the World's Variews N 
J am refolv'd Il none provoke, 

From the humble Garlic to the Oak. 
He paus'd, another ſtrait ſtep. in,. k 
With limber , and griſly Chin. . 


And thus did his L Harangue begin : 

For Soldiers, maim'd by Chance of War, 
We artificial Limbs prepare: 
Why then ſhould we bear ſo much Spite 
To Lechers maim'd in am'rous Fight ? 
That what the French ſend for Relief, 
We thus condemn as Witch or Thief ? 
By Di ſdoe, Monfieur there intends 
For his French Pox to make amends 
Dildoe, without the leaſt Diſgrace, | 
May well ſupply the Lover's Place, 
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And make our elder Girls ne'er care for't, ; 38 208 1 
Though 'twere their Fortune to dance bare-foot, il 
Lechers, whom Clap. or Drink diſable, 5 


Might here have Diloes to their Navel. 
Did not a Lady of great Honour 
Marry a Foot-Man waiting on her? 
When one of theſe timely apply d, 
Has eas'd her Luft, and ſav'd her Pride, 
Safely her Ladyſhip might have ſpent, 
While ſuch Gallants in Pocket went. 
Honour itſelf might uſe the Trade, 2 
While goes in Maſquerade. N 12 


Which of us able (o prevent is 1 7 7 
His Girl from-lying with his Prentice, e Trl wa 
Unleſs we other Means provide e 
For Nature to be ſatisfy'd ? 
ond what more proper than this Evging, 


— 
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I therefore hold it very fooliſh, 


Things fo convenient to aboMh ; EE IE 
Which ſhould we burn, Men juſtly may 


To that one Act the Ruin lay, 
Of all that throw themſelves away. 
At this, all Parents Hearts began 


To melt apace, and rot a Man 


In all the Aſſembly, but found 
Theſe Reaſons ſolid were and ſound. 


Poor Widows then with Voices ſhrill, 


And Shouts of Joy the Hall did fill; 


For wicked P have no Mind to her, 
Who has no Money, nor no Jointure. 


Then one in Haſte broke thro” the Throng, 
And cry'd aloud, Are we among 


'Heathens or Devils, to let *ſcape us 
The Imz ge of the God Priapus ? 


ee Girls will trait adore him, 


= Curſt be the Wretch, who found theſe Arts 
Of loſing us the Women's Hearts; 
E -. For will they not hencefo th refuſe one, 
When they have all that they had Uſe on! 
Or how ſhall I make one to pity me, 


And wickedly fall down before him: 
From him each ſuperſtitious Huſſy _ 
Will Temples make of 7% Muff. 


E. Idolatry will fill the Land, . £ 
And all true forget to ſtand. 10 


Who enjoys Man in his Epitome? 
Beſides, what greater Deviation 


From ſacred Rights of Propagation, 1 
Than turniog th' Action of the Po! 


Whence we all come, to Ridicule? 


The Man that would have Thunder made 


With brazen Road, for Courſer made, 


: In my Mind did not half ſo ill do, 
As ke that found this wicked Dildo. 
Then let's with common Indignation, 


Now Cauſe a ſudden Conflagration 1 5 
Of all theſe Inſtruments of Lewdneſs 


And, Ladies, take it not for Rudeneſ -— For 


” 


j > ys 
s We -; 9 1 * - . x 6 * K 
& *>; . 1 - 1 * * * 
9 8 3 ** A F cine . 2 


Miſcellaneous PotMs. 19 


10. : 5 

A luſty young Fellow they had each of them got 1 SY 
That trounc'd 'em and boune d em till they were wond- BY 
. [rous hot, iN 
Then took 'em afide to 40 1 know not what, 5 | I 
With a fa la la la Ne. | | 13 


A Jew there was to make up the Farce, 
With a great Bag of Money and a ſwinging Tarce, 
Which he was ready to thruſt into ev'ry ones Arle, 


Fog a fa la la la Se. ! 

5 1 1 

At firſt they 8 what a Devil he meant, 1 

But he gave both the Women and Men ſuch Content, + 

That to's Houſe the next Day to Dinner they went, 4 

With a fa la la la Cc. f 1 
| | 13. e „ I 1 
When after he had feaſted this Jolly Crew, 3 J 1 
Their innocent Paſtime they did renew, _ ; Dn 
And weref—d up and down by both Chriſtian and Jew, 1 
With a fa la la la S. 5 1 


Take had you Huſbands, . Mothers all, " | = 
| Keep your Wives and your Daughters from B—k bal! A be 
Or 'tis Forty to one but they there catch a Fall. IH 
With a fa la la la &c, : 
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By the Lord Rocheſter. 


Wonrur Six, 


O' wean'd from all thoſe PR Delights 
I In which I gladly once mis - ſpent my Nights, 
And lewdly fool'd away my youthful Days, 
When Regent Punk allow'd the Uſe of Plays, 
Weak Nature Rill- prevails, and fain I'd hear, 
What upſtart Fops in Julians Volumes are, 
Whether the liſping Lord who lately writ, 
With many Words and with ſo little Wit, 
Has found more Work for his correcting Friend, 
Who ſlily laughs at what he ſeems to mend. 
What Vintners break, ſince Drunkenneſs has been 
Found Treaſon above killing of the King, 


And Witneſſes for that are cheriſh'd more, 


Than Oates and Bealoe ever were before, 

Fain wou'd I know who lines that nauſeous Bitch, 
Whoſe filthier Mouth officiates for her Breech, _ 
Whether the Booby, who's of Kingly Race, BO 
Or the ſoft Ear. contented with Diſgracfe. 
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And yet methinks tis ſtrange that avy Son TY 
Should Rival Row Ex there beſide his own. | L 
I'd hear whether the. Knight with ancient Race, $ 
Embroider'd Coat, and antiquated Face, 4 x 
Changing his Hebrew for a Warlike Cant, 1 Y 
Still meets the Queen-Street lewd Inhabitant, Re 4 
But above ail I gladly wou'd hear tell, . 44 
Some Paſſages of that moſt decent Ball, | | 44 
Where Iriſh-Squire ſo cunningly contriv'd, 1 
At his 6wn Charge to have his Lady ſwiv'd. 438 

We're told how Virgins bright and Gallants brave, 3 i 
Marſhal'd by Bawds moſt infamouſly grave, | 1 
But we don't hear of whoſe Commodity, 9 i | 


The luſtful buggering Jew thought fit to buy; 
Who ogl'd who, or how the prudent Maid, "8 
Cou'd brook the Man her Siſter ſo betray d. N 
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To "OI SEE thoſe on the Bult of Nile, 
If they ador'd the rav nous Crocodile; 
Nor think the IN biaxs mad, who worſhip Apes, 
| Serpents and Idols in ſuch monſt'rous Shapes; 
Since all Mankind to Me do Homage p . 
1 More rav'nous, fatal, more deform'd th hey: | 7: 
4 . is 3 TO me their pureſt Blood they ſacrifice. 5 f 
N Vet Wl they e do can nel er my Rage ſuffice, 
lafant each Day witkin my Vaults expire, 
And Men oft periſh by my Altars Fire. 
. Al youghT am and hideous to the Sight, 
| 3 Vet Man in me has plac'd his chief Delight: 
| - Enough of me he thinks he ne'er can ſeize, 
And yet the leſs I am the more I pleaſe ; 
- Calling -myſelf deform'd, ſure I miſtake, 
Since I the chiefeſt Part of Beauty make, 
But! compoſed of Contradiction am, 
Th' Original of Impudence and Shame, 
_ *Tis I that kindle and then quench the Flame, |QV 
I feel the greateſt Pleaſure, greateſt Pain. 
den cloſet cover d, moſt epos d to Rain. „ 
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Of the moſt noble Plant I am. he: Field, 
But bear the leſs the oftner I am till'd, | 
The laſt of Nature's num'rous Works I am, 
Vet firſt in Power, and wonderful in Frame. 55 Fark 4 
For tho? I ſeem ſo gentle, weak, and ſmall, 
The ſtrongeſt yields, ſtouteſt before me fall, . 
Of me th' Extreams none reach tho' ne'er ſo tall, 
My only Friend my greateſt Grief and Joy, Es 
Oft tabs me, and I him as oft deſtro , 
Between the HerRcuLE an Pillars I am ſet, 5 
Where all Men have their Ne PLus ULTRA met, 
My Name is hid as I am from your Eyes, 
1 you ne re ſeek me out I m count you wiſe: : | 3 
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Die Martyr-like for Merit not for Crimes { 2 4: B 


Buried before I'm born, 1 riſe to Light, N 
With mangled Limbs, no Hands, no Eyes for Sight, 
Thus fly my Country but not ſafe in Flight i615 
Trembling thro? Pirates, Waves, and es oer. 


In fair AvcusTa's Walls I ſeek for Aid; <1 (54 52 5 | = 
'There to her Gods I ſtately 'Temples: raiſe. Ne 185 e 
And court her Citizens a Thouſand Wa)s. 3 3 1 ER: 
Viſit each Houſe and whereſoe'er Igo, EY 
1 _ and - and all their ne, . 
ET Vet 
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1. 28 Mice lber a4 TY | 
Vet neither Service nor my Exibd State. 1677 5 1 10 
Can hity move or Kkreen me from their Hate; il eil er; 
| Untimely Death I meet where eber I come, 5 7 
Bleſſing the Hands where I recei vd my Doom ; 95 Y 
In Dungeon dark impriſon'd firſt Tlye, | 18 1 


Trwas lawfully born, as any of Fou, 
They both had Fleſh; Blood, Life, Body, an Bone, 


Begotten with Pleaſure, and born without Pain, 


Tho? Ap as Relations are numerous grown, 
a I hold you a Bottle, I've ten to bis one; 


I give you a Bottle, when el er you deſire. 


And then! in eee like Bajaz Z ET I dye. 


8 4 


* Mother 8 Man, my Rather . 7 
1 neither more like; than a Lobſter a Sow. ; 
Tho they were ne'er marry'd, Id have you to know, 


Of neither I've more, than a Statue of Stone : 


Vet ſeldom I get my o- Likeneſs again. 
My Father dy'd three Days before I was got; 
My Mother once ſaw me, but touch me ou¹d not. 


And whiiſt they are ſtriving the World to command, 
Mine, Ap Au- like ſtill, are manuring the Land. 
If you find hat I am, and ptove me a Liar, 


53G 


6 


The VISION. 


_— z 
o As ; 


Condemns ſo man thouland helpleſs Slaves, 
Ungrateful, We do gentle Kip compare, _ 

Who, tho' his ViRtories.as-mam'rous are, 

Yet from his Slaves no. Tribute does he. take, 

But woful Cares, * they wake. 


When his ſoft Charms had eas'd my weary Sight 
Of all the baneful Troubles of the Light, 
VOI. IL B 


„e, Daa. 
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O the pale Tyrant e, who to. horrid Graves 
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i Fi; Dont [NDA came, diveſted of the Scorn, 
Which che un-equal'd Maid ſo long had worn: 


vl How oft in vain, had Love's great God eſſay d 


HY To tame the ſtubborn Heart of that bright Maid! 
- | Vet ſpite of all the Pride that ſwells her Mind, 
JF The humble Ged of Sleep * can make her kind. 
+ || A A rifing Bluſh increas'd the native Store | 

5 | SY Of Charms, Which but too, fatal were : before. 

> | 4 


—_ Once more eke the Vision to my View, 
_ ' The e Illaſſon, gentle Fate, renew! 
Huoo kind, how lovely e, how raviſh'd 7/ 
_  Shew me, bleſt God of Shep, 1 - 5 ba. 


ot 
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Earl of Ros coMON. 


The Sczns of Care Selue Beate, in 
5 P ASTOR Fro 6 3 Paraphraſed. 


EAR — Groyen and you the Far Retreat 
| Of ſilent Horror, Reſt's eternal Seat! 

How well your cool and unfrequented Shade 
Buits with the chaſte Retirement of a Maid: 
O! if kind Heaven had been ſo much my Friend, 
To make my Fate upon my Choice depend; 
All my Ambition I would here confine, 
And only this Ely/ium ſhould be mine. 1 1 
Fond Men, by Paſſion wilfully betray a, RY * = | 
Adore thoſe Idols which their Fancy — he 1723 
Purchaſing Riches with our Time and Care, ons 
We loſe our Freedom in a gilded Snare ; 
And having all, all to ourſelves refuſe, 
Oppreſt with Bleſſings, which we fear to uſe. 
Fame 1s at beſt but an unconſtant Good, 
Vain are the boaſted Titles of our Blood : 
We ſooneſt loſe what we moſt highly prize, 
At with our Youth, our ſhort-liv'd 
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Paſtoral; the whole of which is 8 ves Sir Ris 
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1 Por by ble 
In vain ou? Fields and Flocks increaſe our "I 


If our Abundance makes us wiſh for . 
How happy is the harmleſs Country Maid, — 


Who, rich by Nature, ſcorns ſuperfluous Aid! 
Whoſe modeſt Cloaths no wanton Eyes invite, 


But, like her Soul, ' preſerves the native White; 
Whoſe little Store her well taught Mind does pienſe, 
Nor pinch'd with Want, nor cloy'd with wanton iſe, 
Who, free from Storms, which on the Great Ones fall, 
Makes but few W/;/es, and enjoys them all; : 
No Care but Love can diſcompoſe her Breaſt, 

Lowe, of all Cares, the ſweeteſt and the vel 

While on ſweet Grafs her bleating Charge does lie, 
Our happy Lover feeds upon her Bye; 

Not One on whom, or Gods, or Men impoſe, 

But One whom Love has for this Lower Thoſe : 

Under ſome fav'rite Myrtl's ſhady Bobghs, 

'They fpeak their Paſſions in repeated: Vows ; | 

And whilſt a Bb confeſſes how ſhe Burn,, 

His faithful Heart makes as fincere Returns» © 
Thus in the Arms of Love and Peace they lic, 

And while they Live, their Flames can never Die. 


Earl of ROs co Mo. | 5 


| The GnosT of the Old Houſe of 
Commons, 0 the New one ap- 
pointed to meet at Oxford, 1681. 


ROM deepeſt Dungeons of eternal Night, 
The Seats of Horrour, Sorrow, Pains, and Spite, 
I have been ſent to tell You, tender Youth, 
A ſeaſonable and important Truth! 
I feel, (but O!] too late) that no Diſeaſe 
Is like a Surfeit of luxurious Eaſe 1 
And of all other, the moſt tempting Things, 
Are too much Wealth, and too indulgent Kings, 
None eyer was ſuperlati vely ill, 
But by Degrees, with Induſtry and Skill; 
And ſome, whoſe Meaning has at firſt been fair, 

Grow Knaves by Uſe, and Rebels by Deſpair. i 
My Time is paſt, and Yours will ſoon begin 
Keep the /ir/t Bloſſoms from the Blaſt of Sin; 

And by the Fate of my tumultuous Ways, 
Preſerve yourſelf, and bring ſerener Days. 
The buſy ſubtile Serpents of the Law, 

Did firſt my Mind from true Obedience draw; 
While I did Limits to the Kine preſcribe, 

And took for Oracles that cauting” Tribe, 


B 3 os I chang'd 


6 Por Mus by the 
I chang'd rue Freedom for the Name of Free, 

And grew Seditious for Variety; 

All that oppos'd Me, were to be Ms 

And by the Laws: I legaliy abus'd 

The Robe was ſummon'd, r at the Head, 
In l:gal Murder, none ſo deeply read; 

I brought him to the Bar, where once he ſtood, 
Stain'd with the {yet un-expiated) Blood 

Of the brave STR ayrFokD, when Free Kingdom: rung 
With his accumulative Hackney-Tongue 

Pris ners and Witneſſes were waiting by; 

Theſe had been taught to /ave.r, and thoſe to fin 
And to expect their arbitrary Fates, 

Some for % Faces, ſome for good Eſtates. f 
To fright the People and alarm the Towy, | | | 


BepLor and OA Es employ'd the Rev'rend Gown, "3 
But while the Tripple Mitre bore the Blame, 4 
The Kinc's Three Crowns were their Rebellious Aim: nf 
I ſeem'd (and did but ſeem) to fear the Guards, | K 
And took for mine the BzTnELs and the Wan ys. 1 
Anti-Monarchic-Hereticks of State, A 


Immoral, Atheiſts, Rich, and Reprobate : 
But above all, I got a little Guide , 

Who ev'ry Ford of Villainy had try'd. 
None knew ſo well the old pernicious Way 
To ruin Su5jef#s, and make Kings obey ; 
And my ſmall ]znv, at a furious Rate, 
Was driving Eighty back to Forty-Eight. _ 
This 
+ The Earl of Shaftesbury. 


= Earl ef Roscomon. M7 
1 This the King knew, and was reſoly'd to bear; ; AS 
But I miſtook his Patience for his Fear. 
All that this happy Iſland could afford, 
Was ſacrific'd to my voluptuous Board, 
7 In his whole Paradiſe, one only Tree 
Fr He had excepted, by a ſtrict Decree ; 
A facred Tres, which Royal Fruit did bear; D 
Vet it in Pieces I conſpir'd to tear; 
Beware, my Child! Divinity is there. 
This ſo out-did all I had done before, 
I could attempt and He endure-no more. 
My unprepar'd and unrepenting Breath 
1 Was ſnatch'd away by the ſwift Hand of Death 3 ; 
C And I, with all my Sins about me, hurl'd“ 
Io th' Utter Darkneſs of the lower World: 
1 A dreadful Place! which You too ſoon will ſee, _ 
If you believe Seducers more than Me. 
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CY | The SPEEC H of 


Tom Roſs's GHOST, 
To his PUPIL, 


The Duxz of Momnouh., 


O Hate of my Life, Diſturber of my Tomb, b- 
Baſe as thy Mother's proſtituted Womb; = 
Huffing to Cowards, fawning to the Brave, J 
To Knaves a Fool, to cred'lous Fools a Knave, „„ 
The King's Betrayer, and the Peoples Slave, : 1 
Like SAMUEL, at thy Necromantic Call, 

J riſe to tell thee, God has leſt thee Sa ul. 


Streams will run muddy, when the Spring's impure. 
In afl your meritorious Life we ſee . 
Old Tarr's “ invincible Sobriety. | 

| a Places 
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Bedey Nose Sb n. 9 
places of Maſter of the Horſe, and Spy, | | 


You (like Tom Howard) did at once ſupply : 


You ſhow us all your Fathers, but the King, 


| From S1pneY's + Blood your Loyal? ty did ſpring ; 


From whoſe too tender, and too bounteous Arms, 


(Unhappy he, who ſuch à Hiper warms ; 
As dutiful a Seb: as a Son) 


1 


To your true Parent, the whole T, own, you ran! K 


Read, if you can, how th' old Apoſtate fell, 


Out-do his Pride, and merit are than Hell : 
Both He and Jou were glorious and bright, . 
The Firſt and Faireft of the Sons of Light ; 


But when, like Him, You offer'd at the Crown,. 
Like Him,, your angry Father kick d you dap... 


* — Sidney: 


wy 


þ 4 
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GTANzZAs 0 on a E püng Lady Sik Sung 
finely; but, was afraid of a Cor p. 


b 3 OR, . 4 Mears 
FINTER, thy . Wee 


In vain let ſinking Pilots pray, 
Beneath thy Voke let Nature bend; 


Let piercing Froſt, and laſting Snow, 


Thro' Woods and Fields Dęſtruction Fes 
| H. 


Yet we unmov'd will fit and ſmile, 
While you theſe leſſer Ills create; 


Theſe we can bear; but, gentle Fate, 


And thou bleft Genius of our Iſle, 
From Winter's Rage defend her Voice, 


At which the I, u ing Gods rejoyce. 
"+. A, L 25 


„ 


May that Celeſtial Sound each Day - 


With Extafie tranſport our Souls, 
Whilſt all our Paſſions it controuls, 

And kindly drives our Cares away; 
Let no ungentle COLD deſtroy, 


All Taſte we have of Heav'nly Joy. 


Wes 4 © "3 I 8 
nn : . 


'Till fatal Tempefts ſwell the Sen; 3 


ON 


On the DEATH 1 1 
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7 Lapy's LAP. DOG. 
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HOU, happy Creature, art ſecu rt ts 
From all the Torments Ve endure : 1 
Deſpair, Ambition, Jealouſy, : {© 7 nh 
Loſt Friends, nor Love, diſquiet Thee: 
A ſullen Prudence drew Thee hence, | | 
From Noiſe, Fraud, and Impertinence > ; 
Tho Life, eſſay d the fore N . 
Gilding itſelf with LAURA's Smile. „„ by 
How didft Thou ſcorn Life $ meaner Charms, 5 
Thou, who cou'dſt break from LAUR H's Arms F: 
Poor Cynic ! Still methinks I hrar 
Thy awful Murmurs \ in my Far; 391 43-7 1dr ad 
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As when on LAURA s Lap you lay, Eee 3 þ 
Chiding the worthleſs Croud away. E (276k Bi I 
How fondly Human Paſſions tarn 1 im 


What we then Evy, now we Mourn “ . 
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e nien of FORTIS Book 1 Ode 22. 
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1. 

IRTUE, Dear Fiend, — 2 8 

No Arms but its own :&rnocence '; 3 3 
 Quivers and Bows, and poiſonld Darts, dA nents (T 
Are only us'd by GuillyNearid/ 

An honeſt Mind fufety #tdne, © 

May eravel thro the Burning es 
Or thro” the deepeſt Sin Stidws 3 © © 
Or where the fafn & hl per flows: 
| . za e $655 
While, rul'd by a reſiſtleſ Eire, ... 
Our great ORINDA „Iadwires N Bo « 

| The hungry Wolves, that ee 


Unarm'd and angle, run aaa 470 Ul , 


Earl ef R'ovco Mm oN. 


1 
Set me in the remoteſt Place 
That ever Neptum did embrace; . 
When there, her Image fills my Breal, 
Helicon is not half fo 51ſt. » 35 
Leave me upon ſome Lybian Plain, 
So ſhe my Fancy entertain; 
And when the thirſty Monſters meet 
| They'll all pay Homage tomy Feet. 


The Magic of ORIND's Name |, © 
Not only can their Fierceneſs tame, 
But, if that igbey Word I onte rehearſe, 


They ſeem ſubmiſſively to Roar in Verſe. + 


14 . Po Mus by be 


. 


Laser Ju pour“, 


NN Day of Wrath, chat dreadful Day, 
Shall the whole World in Aſhes lay, 
As DAVID and the SYBILS ſay. 


II. 
What Horror will invade the Mind, 
When the ſtrict Judge, Who would he kind, 
Shall have few Venial Faults to find * ” 
The laſt loud Trumpet's wondrous Sound, 
Shall through the rending Tombs. rebound, 
And wake the Nations under Ground. | 


1% 


IV. Nature 
| + This is a Tranſlation of the Church Hymn, begin- 
ning thus, Dies Ira, Dies Illæ, &c. 


Earl of Ros cou ox. 15 


IV- 
Nature al Death ſhall, with. Surpriſe, 3 
Behold the pale Offender riſ c-. 
And view the * with conſcious Eyes, 5 


. i 


Then ſhall, 18 univerſal Dread, 
The ſacred Myſtic Book be read, 
To try the Living and the Dead. 


8 | | VI. ** 

The judge aſcends his awful Throne; 
He makes each ſecret Sin be known, 
And all with Shame confeſs their own. 

| | VII. * 
o then! What Int reſt ſhall I make, 


To ſave my laſt important Stake, 
When the moſt Juſt have Cauſe to quake? 


. 
Thou had formidable King, 
'Thou Mercy's unexhauſted Spring, 
Some comfortable Pity bring! 
=: * 
Forget not what my Ranſom coſt, 


Nor let my dear-bought Soul be loſt | , 
In Storms of guilty Terror toſt. I. | 


4 
2 
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Por MS by e 


Thou, who for me didnt Nane Pain, 


Whoſe precious Blood the Croſs did bn, 
Let n not 8 Agdnies be vain. © 


XI. 


Thou, Un avenging Pow'ts dbey, 
Cancel my Debt (too Great to pay). 8 
Before the ſad accounting Pay. * 


XI 4 
ann with amazing Pear, 


Whoſe Load my Soul with Anguiſh bears, 
I figh, I weep ; accept my Tears. 


XIII. 


Thou, who wert 0 with MARY's Grief, 
And, by abſolving of the Thief, 
Haſt giv'n me Hope, n now give Relief. 


= 


Reje& not my anworthy Phayer ; 6 
Preſerve me from that dang tons Snare, .. 


Which Death and gaping Hell Prepare,” 8 5 


+ + 
Give my exalted Soul-a. place Gs 
Amongſt thy choſen Right- Hand Race, 


The Sons of God and Heirs of Grace. 8 
Y FE XVI. From 


EE. I 4 


SY RoscoMoNn. 


XVI. 
From chat inſaüable Abyſs, 
Where Flames devour, and Serpents. ik, 
promote me to * Seat of Bliſs. 


Proſtrate, my contrite Heart I rend ; 
My Gad, my Father, and my Friend, 
Do not forſake me in my End. 


XVII. 


Well Ma they curſe their ſecond Breath, 
Who riſe to a reviving Death. 

Thou Great CREATOR of Mankind, 
Let Guilty Man Compaſfen find, 


Mr. Dryden's CHARACTER of the Earl 


of DORSET'sPorms*. © 
HE RE 1s not an Engliſh Writer 


this Day living, who is not per- 
fectly convinced, that your Lord- 
ſhip excels all others, in all the ſe- 
F pveral Parts of Poetry which you 
have undertaken to adorn. I will not attempt 
in this Place, to ſay any thing particular of 
your Lyric Poems, tho? they are the Delight 
and Wonder of this Age, and will be the 
Envy of the next. There is more of Salt in 
your Verſes, than I have ſeen in any of the 
Moderns, or even of the Ancients ; but you 
have been ſparing of the Gall, by which Means 
you have pleaſed. all Readers, and offended 
none. Your Writings are every where ſo full 
of Candour, that, like HoxAeE, you may 
_ expoſe the Follies of Men, without arraign- 
ing their Vices; and in this excel him, that 
you add that Pointedneſs of Thought, which is 
viſibly wanting in our Great Roman. That 
which is the prime Virtue, and chief Orna- 
ment of VIR CI, which diſtinguiſhes him from 
A | the 


Sie a Diſcourſe concerning the Original and Progreſs of 
Satire. Addreſſed to the Earl of Dorſet. 2; 


Hi CHARACTER: 19 
the reſt of Writers, is ſo conſpicuous in your - 
Verſes, that it caſts a Shadow on all your 
Cotemporaries; we cannot be ſeen, or but ob- 
ſcurely, while you are preſent. I read you 
with Admiration and Delight. For my own | 
Part, I muſt avow it freely to the World, 
that J never attempted any thing in Satire, 
wherein I have not ſtudied your Writings, :as - 
the moſt perfect Model. I have continually 
laid them before me : and the greateſt Com- 
mendation which my own Partiality can give 
my -P:0JuCtions, is, that they are Copies, and 
no farther to be allowed, than as they have 
ſomething more or leſs' of the Original. Some 
few Touches of your Lordſhip, ſome ſecret 
Graces which 8 have endeavoured to expreſs 
after your Manner, have made whole Poems of 
mine to paſs with Approbation; but, take Your 
Verſes all-together, and they are Jnimitable. 
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On the Counteſs of DoxcursTER, M 
treſs to King James the Second : Writ- | 
ten in the Year 1680. 


ELE me, Dorxinpa, why ſo gay, 

24: © Why ſuch Embroid'ry, Fringe, and Lace ? 

Dan any Dreſſes find a Way, 

To ſtop th' Approaches of Decay, 
And mend à ruin d Face ? | 
So i nes II. Wilt 


Earl of DoRsET. 21 


c Pham fbsger thy Ate ms Pox?. ; ; | bY 2 
P NN e 
III. 


So have J 5 in Larder dare 
Of Veal a lucid Loin; _ En 
Replete with many a brilliant Spal. 

(As wiſe Philoſophers remark) 0 
At o once 6.487% fink and Bine. My 


+ S. * 4 


eee. 


On Re SAME, 21 


ROUD with the Spoils of Royal Cully,. : 
With falſe Pretence to Wit and Parts; 
She ſwaggers like a batter'd Bully, e 


To try the Tempers of Men' s Hearts, 


— : II. 
Tho? ſhe appear as al ring fine, 
As Gems, and Jeſts, and Paint can make her; 


She ne'er can win a Breaſt like mine, 
The Devil and Sir David {take her. 


* * 
LIE: % 
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+ Sir David Colyear, late Earl of Portmaore. 
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Do LLY C HAMBR RLAIN, 


| With: a Needle as bagy as "my Arm. ET 4 
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A Sempſtreſs in the New Exchange: 
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* OLLY's — 2 Art, 
| Have ſo hemm'd in my Heart, 
That! cannot reſiſt the Charm : | „„ 
54... Revenge I will ſtitch e 
Up the Hole next her Breech, m_ 
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YA Whoſe harmleſs Rage has laſh'd our impious Times. 
Rife thou, my Muſe, and with the ſharpeſt Thorn, 
Inſtead of peaceful Bays, my Brows adorn j nm 
„ Inſpir'd 
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, Ex Por N Y te 
Inſpir'd with juſt Diſdain, and mortal Hate, 

Wuo long have been my Plague, ſhall: r Veight 
I ſcarn.a-giddy and unſafe Applauſe.: - Fan 
But this (ye Gods) is fighting in your Cauſe. | A 

Let Sadum ſpeak, and let Gomorrah tell, FN | 
If their « curs'd Walls deſerv'd the Flames ſo well. 

Go on, my Muſe, and with bold Voice proclaim 
The vicious Lives, and long deteſted Fame, 
Of ſcoundrel Lords, and their lewd Wives Amours, 

| Pimp-Stateſmen,Canting2Prieſty, Court-BawdsandWhores: 
Exalted Vice its own vile Name does ſound, | 
Thrd' Qimes remote, and diſtant Shores renown'd- 
Thy Strumpets, Charles, have 'feap'd no Nation's Ear, 
Cleveland the Van, and Port/mouth leads the Rear : 
A Brace of Cherubs, of as vile alRreed, 

As ever were produc'd of Human Seed. 

Jo all but Thee, the Punks were eyer kind. 

Fxee as loaſe Air, and gen'rous as the Wing. 
Both ſteer'd thy P——e, and the Nation's Helm; 

And both betray' d thy P—e,-and the Realm. a 
| O BanBara {$! thy, execrable ame £44030 
Is ſure embalm'd with everlaſting Shame. 5 
8 Hoſt thy Luſt ſuf 

Which in laſcivious Shoals ador'd thy Eyes; 

When their bright Beams were through dur Orb diſplay'd, 

And Kings each Morn their Per far Homage paid? 

O ſacred James may thy dread Noddle be 


As free eee 'tia fre: 
| nes | 5 


* 
* ; +5 Sn % 
* N : 
* 5 4 « 1 I p 13 14 ME: 


5 The Duchetzaf cid, Chriian dae. 
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Could ne'er confine one Woman to his Arms ; 


Bal D ORSET. S720 
But if chat good and gracious Monarch's Charms, I 5 


What ſtrange myſterious Spell, what ſtro g 1 LE | ; 
Can guard that Front, which has not half his Senſe ? 2. ry 
Poor Shrewſbary's Fall, e'en her own Sex deplore, 
Who with ſo ſmall Temptation turn'd thy Whore. _ 
But Grafton bravely does revenge her Late, 
And ſays, Thou court'ſt her thirty Years too late; j 
She ſcorns ſuch Dwindles; her capacious A 
Is fitter for thy Scepter than thy T- 1 

Old Delamer, Shrewſbury, and Mordiios, know, 
Why in that ſtately Frame ſne lies ſo low; 7m 

And who but her dull Blockhead would have found 

Her Windows ſmall.Deſcent on riſing Ground? 
' Thro' the large Saſh they paſs (like Jove of old) 
To her attendant Bawd, in Show'rs of Gold, 
Mordaunt (that inſolent ill-natur'd Bear) | „ 
From the cloſe Grotto, when no Danger's near, ? c | 
Mounts like a rampant Stag, and ruts his Dear. 
But when by dire Miſchance the harmleſs Maid 
In the dark Cloſet, with loud Shrieks, berray'd MM 
The naked Lecher, what a woful Grief - -. 4... -- 8 
It was? Th' Adult'reſs flew to his Relief, | 
And ſav'd his being murder'd for a Thief. 
Defenceleſs Limbs the well-arm'd Hoſt afſail'd ; 
Scarce her own Pray'rs with her own Slaves prevail'd 3 
Though well prepar'd for Flight he mourn'd his Weight 
And begg'd 4#@0r's Change, to ſcape Adtæon's Fate: 
But wing'd with Fear, tho' untransform'd, he bounds, 
And ſwift as Hinds, out-ſtrips the yelling Hounds. 
VOL. II. „ Beware 


* 
3 * i A * 4 Pry FY 3 
Wb TEES | 
as ah eat , - A - 4406 9 1 
N 8 G * 
„ „ een TOE OE 
= 9 ogg? 

— e — 2 12 8 


; 
? 


1 
294 
1 


* bas Ee ai op 


—— ü : 
2 Ln -* 
— ol 7 * 9 PY 2 2 g : . 
; CO ? N 1 
* „ 1 0 of . ” 
PP art at -</aps CAO” "os * — 
* l * * 1 po 
T5 . 
« ? * 


x 
* 
. 
 F% 
4 N. 


* 
* 
> 5 
* D 
= - 
1 4 0 
5 1 >, 
. N 
$ £ 
. A, 
- KB 
5 
$ 77 
* 
p : 
- x 1333 
1 Bs, 
: 4 
i 
1 f 
Ls 
1 
5 3 * 
| * 
— | 
| : 
f . 
"=o 
. " 
x 1 0 
„ N 4 
_—— 
be?! 
L Ls. 8 » » 
We 4 A 


— 


20% 


Por us by be. 


Beware Adulterers, betimes, beware, 


© You fall not in the ſame unhappy Snare: 


From Norfoll's Ruin, and his narrow Scape, 
8c on contented with a willing Rape 


On a ſtrong Chair, ſoſt Couch, or 


Which never does ſurprizing Dangers pad 
Let no ſueh Harlots lead your Steps aſtray, : 
Her C—— will mount in open Clay; 


And from St. James s to the Land of T, Bult, — n 
There's not a whore who 3 


811 


And yet her blund ring Fing Dole KEE: a wor 
4: „ 7 Po 
ſeverer Corte. | 


A fitter Couple ſare * were never hatch'd ; 


Could Man Be plagu'd ud with 


Some matry'd are in 1 deed; but eſe are match: d. j 
But ſeeing they are 1 Man and Wife, 3 


12 1 


le, 


. mould the Foo and Prazef live in Strife, 


While they both Tead the fame laſcivious Life 7 * 
85 y ſhould he to "Mepo * 
= he may find a as great a a Whore at Home 
Mulgrave * (who alk his Summons to big W 

4 Safely commits to his wiſe Prince” . Care) 
4 L “orqds it o'er all Mankind, and i is the firſt, 


7 


By Woman hated, and 57 Man accurs d. 
Welſ has his Staff a doüble Uſe ſupply'd, 


At 


* He 8 che Lord Prerborow 8 Challen 
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dace upheld his Body and his Pride. 
How haughtily he cries, Page, fetch a 22 = 
Damn r bers fe 5 9 ;  Rajeal, d, me ve more; 5 
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| Bring i in FE Matt . 4 W; AE; Wor oman, come near; 
E Trembling the comes, and with as little Flame, 
As he for the dear Part from whence he cam. 


Thine, crafty Semour, was a good Deſign; ; & = 


But thou thy ſelf muſt needs confeſs, chat ſhe 


But lov'd Adult'ry more than Royal Blood. 
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Rot you, you draggled Bitch, What ist you fear ? 


For ſure his Iſſue ne'er will injure thine: 


Does juſtly curſe thy Politicks and thee. 


Her noble Proteſtant has got a Flail, 
' Young, large, and fit to feague her luis Tail; . 


But now, poor Wench, ſhe lies as ſhe would veg | 
Sometimes with Brandy, and ſometimes with Luſt. 
Tho" Prince, as Goats, ſhe courts in vain her Drone: 


The Frigid he, and ſhe the Torrid Zone. 85 


Both Friend and Foe he with vaſt Ruin mauls, 2 7 


Who at firſt Thruſt before, both Sexes falls. 


Had I, O! had I his tranſcendent Verſe, 
In his own lofty Strains, I would rehearſe 


Young Ofpry (who lov'd the haughty Peer 

Her Mother's darling Sins cbuld beſt declare nt 
But to her Memory we muſt be juſt; A 540 +. 
"Tis Sacrilege to rob ſuch beauteous Duſt, leak 25 „ ; I 


O Wharton, Wharton ! what « wretched: Tool, 1 87 


Is a dull Wit, when made à Woman's Fool? wy — — 
Thy rammiſh ſpendthriſt Buttocks, tis well ma 2. 
Her nauſeous Bait has made thee ſwallow down 

Tho' * "and _ out by half the Term . 


"OY Ho 


Fl When thou (falſe Varlet) left her in the Lurch? 


28 ee by the 23 1 
How well my honeſt — ſhe bis” ; 
Ihe many Manſions in thy F Houſe! N 


How often prais'd thy dear curvetting T—, 
Which thou rid'ſt curb'd, like an unruly Horſe? | 
How big with Joy ſhe went with thee to Church, 


N Ev'n E. t, who refus'd none before, : 
Scorn'd to pronounce the Bans with ſuch a Wh Te. 


| To Pancras Tem, there ſuch as ſhe reſort; 


(That ® Mother-Church too does all Sinners court) 


| : As ſhehas been thy Strumpet all her Life, 


"Tis Time to make her now thy lawful Wife, 


F 0 That By's Spouſe may pride it in her Box, 


With Face and C— all martyr d with the Pox. 

In ſome deep Saw- pit, both their Noddles hide; 

For tis hard gueſſing which has the beſt Bride. 50 

Ah Tem ! thy Brother like a prudent Man, ; 

Has choſen much the better Haradar : 

She, a good-natur'd candid Devil, ſhows _ 

Him all the Bawding Jilting Tricks ſhe knows. 

Thy Rook ſome trivial Cheats her Blockhead learns, 

While he the Maſtre Hocus ne'er diſcerns. 1 

To Pox and Plague, O! may ſhe ſubjet be.. 

As ſhe's from Child - bed Pain and Peril free: 8 

Her actual Sins invalidate the firſt, 

With Eaſe ſhe teems, and brings forth unaccurſt. 

To thee, Lucina, ſhe need never call, 

Like ripen'd Fruit, her mellow Baſtards fall; | 
. ; „ 


* St, Panera: Church is ſaid to be be Mother of dt. Faso. 
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| And what with needleſs Labour I diſcloſe, _ 
Her well-ſtretch'd—, and rivell'd Belly ſhows. 
| Whoever, like Charles D, ſcorns Diſgrace, 
Can never want, altho' he loſe his Place: 
That Teothleſs Murd'rer, to his juſt Reproach, 
Pimps f&h his Siſter, to maintain a Coach; 
And let what will the Church or State befal, 
One ful ſome crafty Whore maintain'd 'em all. 
Scarſdale, tho' loath'd, ſtill the fair Sex adores, 
And has a Regiment of Horſe and Whores. 
Amidſt the common Rout of early Duns, 
For Muſtard, Soap, Milk, Sma'l-coal, Swords, 4 Guns 
Twe rev'rend Officers (more high] y born) | 


Wait on his ſtinking Levee ev'ry Morn, 
And in full Pomp his Palace-Gates adorn. 
But which is moſt in vogue, is hard to tell, 
The public Bawd, or private Centinel ; 
That blubber'd Oaf, for two dull dribbling Bouts, | 
Maintains two Baſtards made of Jenny's Clouts. 
E'er it could fetch, twas like pox'd Evelyn ſpoil'd, 
Yet it can't touch a Wench, but ſhe's with Child; 
But who can think that peſtilential Breath e 
Should raiſe up Life, that always blaſts with Death? 
_*Tis ſtrange Kilgore, that refin'd Beau Gargon | 

Was never yet at the Bell. Savage ſhown, a 5 
For he's a true and wonderful Baboon. 
It therefore wiſely was at firſt deſign'd 
He ne er ſhould like to propagate his Kind; 
But the dull venom'd Drought in vain 3 '>>. 
Like the falſe Serpents, was itſelf deſtroy d. 


Cs | . 


0 rene by the 
Wich foul Corraption ſure he firſt was fed, 
And by equiv'cal Generation bred. | | 
An honeſt * Solon Gooſe, compar'd to. him, 
| Is a fine Creature, and of more eſteem. = 
1 No learn'd Philoſophers need ſtrive to know, 
| | Whether his Soul's ex zraduce or no. 
| 


He has none yet, nor never will, 1 fear; 

No Soul of Senſe would ever enter there. 

I wonder he dares ſpeak, for fear we jerk 

His lazy Bones, and make the Monkey work. 

If aged Delamer has left the Trade, 

And had enough of coſtly Maſquerade, 

With Flames renew'd, your old Amours purſue, , 

Now Rocheſter has nothing elſe to do. 

Well done, old Hyde, we all thy Choice adore, 

She is the younger, and much better Whore. 

But Hickes has ſure, to his eternal Curſe, 
Left his own Strumpet, and eſpous'd a. worſe. 
That blazing Star ſtill riſes with the Sun, | 

And will, 1 hope, whene er; it ſets, go down. 

St. Peter. ne er deny'd his Lord but thrice; 

But good St. Eduard ſcorns to be ſo nice: 
He, ev'ry Maſs, jabjures, what he before, 
On Teſts and Sacraments ſo often ſwore. 

His Mother-Church will have a ſpecial Son, 
Of him, by whom his Father was undone. . 

1 He turn'd, becauſe on Bread alone he'd dine, 
F And make the Wafer ſave his Bread and Wine. 
Mammon's the God he'll worſhip any Way, 
And K Wi * ready to a Day. 
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Earl or Don SE T. - 

Forbid' it Heav'n, I e'er ſhould live to ſee 2 

Our pious Monarch's gorgeous Chapel be | : 5 

Fill'd with ſuch Miſcreant Proſelytes as he | ES 

Miſerere Domine ! Aue Maria | 

Poor F ather Dower has got a Gonorrbæa. 

Was e er (dread James) ſo much Affection ſhown ? 

He'd ſave thy Soul, but cares not for his own. 

How Shrewſtury prays, that old adult'rous Fap 

May find it a Gormegan ſwinging Clap ! 

Unhappy Maid ! who Man has never known, 

And yet with perilous Pangs brought forth a Son! 

Our“ CHyro- Medico Dydimus nothing ſmelt, 

Till he the ſprawling Bantling heard and felt. 

And now it ſurely cannot be deny d | 

By him who cur'd the King of what he dy'd. 

How Herbert boaſts, that his wiſe King's-Head Crew 

Foretold the diſmal Times we all ſhould rue. | 

Curs'd be the Screech Owls! that rebellious Crowd 

Preſag'd, indeed, Rome's ſwift Approach, as loud, 

As wiſe Caſſandra's boding Voice of old, 

The wretched Fate of antient Rome foretold. 

But why is he againſt the bringing in 

Any Religion that indulges Sin ? 

He who his other Charges can retrench, 

To ſave ten Guineas for a handſome Wench ; 

Or be content to part with twenty Pound, 

If Mrs. Vpite inſure her being ſound. 

That Ideot thinks the tawdry Harlot's glad 

To ſerve him now, for Favours ſhe has han. 
C4 

Dr. King, a Man Midwife, 
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' ky Por us by the 
But who (dear Harwey) ever heard before 
Of Gratitude in any common Whore ? 


Poor Jenny I muſt needs much more applaud, 
A better Whore, and truer Friend and d. 
Like the French King, he all his Conqueſts buys, 
And pow'rful Guineas ſtill ſubdues their Eyes. 
How his ſmug little black- ey d Harlot gaz d 
On's hoarded Gold, and fine Apartments prais'd ! 
But F— (not truſting to the Miſer's Truth) 
Like 7e/ezh's Sacks, with Money in her Mouth; 
Sometimes he'll venture for himſelf to trade, 
With aukward Grace, at Balls and Maſquerade. 
But what was the proud Coxcomb e'er the near, 
Ualeſs he got my Lady Gerhard there? 
Her Qualities to all the World are known, 
Fair as his Kin, and honeſt as her own. 
She makes her Brothel worſe than common Stews, 
And loves to S—e in her own Tribe like Jew: : 
Inceſt with neareſt Blood, Adult'ry, all 
Her darling Sins, we may well Deadly call. 
Whate'er in Times of Yore ſhe may have been, 
Her Luſt has now parch'd up her rivel'd Skin. 
Thou Town of Zamonton, I charge, declare 
What ſhe and Orkney did ſo often there. 
'That * ſcribbling Fool, who writes to her in Mete, 
And only ſpeaks his Songs to make em ſweeter: 


Great Virgil's true Reverſe in Senſe and Fate; 


For what another writ, procur'd his Hate. 


* Mr. Wel/eley. oo 


She mounts the Price and goes half Snack herſelf, 
And well knows how to cully ſuch an Elf. 
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Earl of DORSET. 33 

To be but thought a Wit, he loſt his Place | Ta 
And yet to ſhow he is not in that Race { 
Will write himſelf, and add to his Diſgrace. + 
His Valentinian's learned Preface ſhines, 
Like Memphis' Siege, or Bulloign's radiant Lines. 
Among the Muſes all his Time he ſpends, 
And his whole Study tow'rds Parnaſſus bends: 
Yet if for his, one handſom Thought be ſhown, 7 
Stop the dull Thief; P11 ſwear tis not his own. 
Satire's his Joy; but if he don't improve, 
Give me his Hatred, let her take his Love. 
That Fop ſhe Herbert more than Thee admires ; 

He often quenches her laſcivious Fires. 

In vain poor Heres, with ridic'lous Joy, 

Shews her, and ev'ry Fool, his hopeful Boy. 

His City Songftreſs, ſays, keeps ſuch a Pother, 

He'll ne'er be able to get her another. 

Join, then, propitious Stars, their widow'd Store, 
And make them happy, as they were before; 
That is, may the decay'd inceſtuous Punk | 
Swill like his Spouſe, and he, like her, Die drunk. 
Why, Harding, has the good old Queen the Grace, 
To ſee thy Bear-like Mien, and Baboon Face? | 
Her Court (the Gods be prais d) has long been free 
From Jriſb Priggs, and ſuch dull Sots as he. | 
The wakeful Gen'ral, conſcious of thy Charms, 
Dreads thine, as much as Monmouth's fierce Alarms, 
Yet ſure there is a greater Ditch berween | 
A BOY whiggiſh Volt, and * s Queen. 
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There ie, and-Harding ſoars not yet ſo high, 

His ogling Pigſnies doats on Lady Di. T 
That Gudgeon on ſoft Baits will only bite, 

For eaſy Conqueſts, are his ſole Deli hglt. 
And none can ſay, but that his Judgment's good, 
For all our Kings are made of Fleſh and Blood. 
Viernon, the Glory of that luſtful Tribe, 

Scorns to be meanly purchas'd with a Bribe: 

To Fame and Honour hates to be a Slave, 

But freely gives what Nature freely gave. 

Like Heirs to Crowns, with ſure Credentials born, 


Her haſty Baſtards Private, Entries com; 
In midſt of Courts and in the midſt of Day, 


With little Peril force their eaſy Way. 

But Woodford is, methinks, a better Seat, 

And for diſtended Wems a ſafe Retreat. | 
Twas well advis'd old Kirk no Dangers feat'd ; 

No Groans, nor yelling Cries, can there be heard: 
In this lewd Town, and theſe cenſorious Times, 
Where ev'ry Whore rails at each other's Crimes, 8 
Fair Theodoſſa] thy Romantic Name 

Had ſure been blaſted with eternal Shame: 

But thy wiſe Stratagems ſo well were laid, 

I'd almoſt ſwear, thou art a very Maid. 

Go on, and ſcorn our common S———g Rules; 
Let Wincup make th' inceffuous Uncles Fools: 
While Prudence pimps, and ſuch a Foe combines, 
Impregnate more and more by ſeedy Loins; 
Thou ſtill art ſafe, tho thy large Womb ſhould bear, 
Like hers, Who teem'd for ev'ry _ 0 _ 


Proud 
+ Lady Piana Howard. 


Earl f DO RSET. 335 
Proud Ormond juſtly thinks her Durch-built No | 
A little too unwieldy for a Rape. | 
Yet being conſcidus it will tumble down, 
At firſt Aſſault, ſurrenders up the Town. 
But no kind Conqueror has yet thought fit 
To make it his belov'd imperial Seat. | 
That batter'd Fort, which they with Eaſe deceive, 
Pillag'd and fack'd, to the next Foe they leave. 
And haughty Di, in juſt Revenge will try't, 
(Altho' ſhe ſtarve) with any ſenſeleſs Wight ; 
Not that to any Principle ſhe's firm, 
But is debauch'd' by damn'd ſeducing sp—m. 
| Shrewsbury well knew the banning Hour, when Seven 
The Main throws out, or elſe a Nick, Eleven: 
When her decrepit Spend-thrift, troopleſs Root, 
Is meek as Maſes hid in Fire and Smoak. 
Our Sacred Writ does learnedly relate, 
For one poor Babe, two Mothers hot Debate: 
But our two doughty Heroes, I am told, 
Which is the trueſt Father, fiercely ſcold. wy 
Both Claims ſeem — and great; : bot gen' rous Hale, 
Who on the right Sicke, always i is, prevails, 
Fe will not only ſave i its Life, but Soul; 
80 poor Paul Kirk \ is fobb'a off 'for a Fool. 
But tis all one; Sir Courtly Nice does fear, 
He'll go to Mrs. Grace of Exeter., 
But why to Ireland, Bennet ? Is't the Clime, 
Doſt thou imagine; makes an eaſy Time ? 
Ungratefully indeed thou did'ſt requite 
* nil ful Goddeſs of the kent Night, 
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By whoſe kind Help thou waſt ſo oft before 

Deliver'd ſafely on thy Native Shore. 

Thy Belly ſhin'd, and an unuſu W 1 * 
Made thee believe K7-4's Shoulders were too broad. 7 #4, 
And thou'dſt be ſure we ſhould not hear thee roar: 
And if poor Tu/e» Muſſey ſhould be tore, | 

Wiſely reſolv'd, Ned ſhould ne'er ſee it more: 

But fince all's well, return, that we may laugh 
At Iris , which in all Climes are ſafe. 

Juſtly falſe, Mommuth did thy Lord declare, 

Thou ſhould'ſt not in his Crown nor Empire ſhare. 
Indeed (dear Pimp) it was a juſt Defign, 

Seeing he had ſo ſmall a Share of thine. 

Brave Framingham, that thund'ring Son of Arms, 
With pow'rful Magic conquer d both your Charms. 
Virtue, thy week Lieutenant, ran away, 

Juſt ike that curſed Miſcreant, Coward Gray; 

And as poor James from his new Subjects did, 

At laſt, from thy fair Breaſt the Gen'ral fled. 

His Converſation, Wit, and Parts, and Mien, 

Deſerv'd, he thought, at leaſt a widow'd Queen. 

Nor wert thou ſorry, fince moſt Seeds are found 

To flouriſh better, when we change the Ground. 
He, ſtruck in Years, and ſpent in Toils and War, 
Could pleaſe thee leſs than did ſtrong Delamer - 

Ne er was a truer Stallion, to his Coſt, 

He, as he was moſt able, lov'd thee moſt. | 
But politick Monmouth thought it too much Grace, 
For one t' enjoy too long ſo great a Place, 

Cham! erlain next ſucceeds the lovely Train, 


And round his Neck diſplays a Captive > Chain: 4 


He, 
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He, greater Fool, than any of the reſt, + 
They ſay, will marry with the trimming Beaſt ; 
Which if he does, O! may his Blood be ſhed. 
On that high Throne where her laſt Traytor bled. 
3 Myſterious Pow'rs ! what wond'rons Influence 
SGoverns, that ruling Star, poor Mortal's Senſe ? 
What unknown Motives our dread King perſuades, 
To make lewd Ogle Mother of the Maids. | 
The Gracious Prince had ſure much wiſer been, 
Had he made Sheppard Futreſs to the Queen; 
And then, perhaps, her chaſt Inſtructions wou'd » 
| Have ſav'd a World of unbegotten Blood. 
But pious James, with Parts profound endu'd, 
Will none prefer, but whom he knows are lewd. | 
A leaſh of Strumpets, all of the Court Breed, 
Ladies of wond'rous Honour are indeed. | 
Ye ſcoundrel Nymphs, whom Rags and Scabs adorn, | 
Than that ſmall paultry Whore more highly horns 3 +4 
If you are wiſe, apply yourſelves betimes : _ ? 
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None highly merit now, but by their Crimes. 

And the King does whate'er he's bid by * Grimes. 
Which made the wiſer Choice, is now our Strife, 

Hall has his Miſtreſs, or the Prince his Wife: 

Thoſe + Traders ſure will be belov'd as well, 

As all the dainty tender Birds they ſell. 

The learned Advocate, (that rugged Stump 

Of old Ne!'s Honour) always lov'd the Rump; 


And 


By «uhom fbe pot the Rewerſſon Mr. 1 s Place. | 
Þ Both Poutterers, e 
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And 'tis no Miracle, fince all the Hoyles- 
Were giv'n, they ſay, to raiſe inteſtine Broils ; _ 
But ſeeing, to the upright Juror's Prai ſe, 

Me are return'd to Ignoramus Days; 
The Lawyer ſwears he greater Hazard runs, 
Who F one Daughter than a hundred Sons. 
Prepoſt'rous Fate ! while poor Miſs Jeuny bawds, 
Each foreign Fop her Mother's Charms applauds. 
Autumnal Whore ! To ev'ry Nation known ! / 
A Curſe to them, and Scandal to her own. 
Forgive me, chaſter Harding, if I name 
Her ſtinking Toes with thine of ſweeter Fame. 
Thou wond'rous pocky art, and wend'rous poor; 
But as ſhe's richer, ſhe's a greater Whore. 
What with her Breath, Her Armpits, and her Feet, 
Ten Civet Cats can hardly make her ſweet. 
From all the Corners of the noiſome Town, 
The Filth of ev'ry Brute ran freely down 
To that inſatiate Strumpet's Common- Shore, 


Till it broke out, and poiſon'd her all o'er. 


Poor Buckingham in anſucceſsful Verſe, 

And Terms too mild, did her lew'd Crimes ates; 
Bold is the Man that ventures ſuch a Flight ; 

Her Life's a Satire, which no Pen can write: 

And therefore curſed may he ever be, 

As F. old ? Hye was ERS with Rem in Re. 

"x | Catra de defant.. 
To 
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To a Perſon of Head on his In- 
n comparable, e P oEMs,* 


Ome cow Critieks, fad o one Fault who dare; 
For, read it baek ward, like a Witch's Prayer, 
Twill do as well; throw not away your Jets 
On ſolid Nen/enje that abides all Teſts. | 
Hit, like Tierce-Claret, when't begins to pall, 
NegleQed lies, and's of no uſe at all: 
But, in its full Perfection of Decay, 
Turns Vinegar, and comes again in Play. 
Thou haſt a Brain ſuch as thou haſt, indeed; 
On what elſe ſhould thy Worm of Fancy feed : 
Vet ina Filbert I have often known | 
Maggors ſurvive when all the KernePs gone. 
This Simile ſhall ſtand in thy Defence, . | 
Gainſt ſuch dull Rogues as now and then write Senſe. 
Thy Stile's the ſame, whatever be thy Theme, 
As ſome Digeſtions turn all Meat to Phlegm. 
He lies, dear NeD, who ſays thy Brain is barren, 
Where deep Conceits, like Vermin, breed in Carrion: 


Thy 


* The BRITISH Princes. Arn Heroic Poem. Written 


by the honourable Edward Howard, Ei; Printed i in the 
Year Os 
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Thy hs founder'd enact can ?rot as high 
As any other Peg aſus can % N 
So the dull Fel moves nimbler i in 60 Mud 5 
Than all the favift-finn'd Racers of the Flood. 
As ſkilful Divers to the Bottom fall, 
Sooner than theſe that cannot ſwim at all, | 
So in this Way of Writing, without Thinking, 
Thou haſt a ſtrange * Alacriſy in Sinking. | 
Thou writ'ſt below ev'n thy own nat'ral Parts, + 
And with acquir'd Duine/5, and new arts 1 5 0 
Of ſtudy'd Nonſenſe, tak 'ſt kind Readers Hearts. 
Therefore, dear NR D, at my Advice forbeaer 
Such loud Complaints gainſt Criticks to ne E 15 
Since thou art turn'd an arrant Libeller : 1 
Thou ſett'ſt thy Name to what thyſelf doth write; 8 
1 8 ever Libel yet ſo ne bite ? | N 


* 4 uding to an Expreſſes of « Sir John F altaf”s; in Shake- 
48 HENRY IV. 


To Sir THOMAS st. S ERF E; on his 
Play called T AR uGo's Writes: 
Or, the Co FPFEE-HOUSE. A Co- 


medy. Acted at the Duke of York's 
X * 1668. 


NAR VOO gave us Wonder and Delight, 
| When he oblig'd the World by Candle light. 
But now he's ventur'd on the Face of Day, 
_ T'oblige and ſerve his Friends a nobler Way; 
Make all our old Men Wits, Stateſmen the Young, 
And Teach ev'n Engliſh Men the Engliß Tongue. 
James, on whoſe Reign all peaceful Stars did Smile,“ 
Did but attempt th! Uniting of our Ie. 
What Kings, and Nature, only could deſign, 
Shall be accompliſh'd by this Work of thine. 
For who is ſuch a Cockneigh in his Heart, 
Proud of the Plenty of the Southern Part, 
To Scorn that Union by which he may 
Boaſt *twas his Country-man that writ this Play? 


Pnokzus 


ie Motto berns by K. Ia MBs I. wat, BxArI Paerrie 3 
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Let warmer Climes my fading Favours boaſt, 
© Poets and Stars ſhine brighteſt in the Froſt. 


ProzBvs himſelf, indulgent to thy Muſe, _ 


Has to thy Country ſent this kind Excuſe, 
Fair Northern Laſs, it is not thro' Neglect 


I court thee at a Diſtance, but Reſpect. 

TI cannot act, my Paſſion is ſo great, 

But P'Il makeup in Light, what wants in Heat, 
On thee I will beſtow my longeſt Days, 

And Crown thy Sons with everlaſting Bays. 

_ My Beams that reach thee ſhall employ their Pow'rs 
' To ripen Souls of Men, not Fruits or Flow'rs. 


EPILOGUE 


EPILOGUE 


SPOKEN 


By 7 A R T 2 FF ZE. 
A NY Ee” Attempts of Wit, 


FF M Againſt the ftill-prevailing Hhpocrite ; ; 1 
| Once, and but once, a Poet got the Day, 1 3 1 
And vanguiſh'd Buſe in a Puppet Play; | 
And Bufie rallying, arm'd with Zeal and Rage, 

Poſſeſs d the Pulpit, and pull'd down ths Stage: 


To laugh at Engliſs Knaves, is dang'rous then, _ . 
While Englfo Fools will think 'em honeſt Men ; ; 5 I | 
But ſure no zealous Brother can deny us 8 

Free Leave with this our Monſieur Ax AxI AS. [4 | 


A Man may ſay, without being call'd an Atheif, 
There are damn'd Rogues among the French and Papips - 
That fix Salvation to ſhort Band and Hair, 
That belch and ſnufle to prolong a Pray'r ; - | B 
That uſe (enjoy the Creature) to expreſs | . 
Plain Whoring, Gluttony, and Drunkenneſs; 


And, 
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And, in a decent Way, perform them too 


As well, nay better far, perhaps than you: 


Whoſe fleſhly Failings are but Fornication, 
We godly phraſe it Geppel- Propagation, _ 


| Juſt as Rebellion was call'd Reformation. 


Zeal ſtands but Sentry at the Gate of Sin, 


Whilſt all that have the Word paſs freely in. 
Silent, and in the Dark, for fear of Spies, 
We march, and take Damnation by Surprize. 


There's not a roaring Blade in all this Town 

Can go ſo far tow rds Hell for half. a- Crown, 
As I for Six-pence, for I know the Way; 
For want of Guides, Men are too apt to ftray : 


Therefore give Ear to what I ſhall adviſe, 

Let ev'ry marry'd Man, that's grave and wiſe, _ 

Take a Ta RTUFPE- of known e | 
Fo teach and to increaſe his F amily: 


Who ſhall fo ſettle laſting Reformation, 4: 


"Firſt get his Son, then give him Education. 


EPILOGUE 
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EPILOGUE on the Revival of Brn 
| Jonunson's Play called, Every Man 
in his HuMovs. 


| JF Nereaty ſhall not ſerve, nor Violence, 
I To make me ſpeak in ſuch a Play's Defence. 
A Play, where Wit and Humour do agree 
To break all practis'd Laws of Comeay : | 
The Scene (what more abſurd) in England lies, 
No Gods deſcend, nor dancing Devili riſe ; 
No captive Prince from unknown Country brought, 
No Battle, nay, there s ſcarce a Duel fought ; 
And ſomething yet more ſharply might be ſaid ; 
hat I conſider the poor Author's dead; 
Let that be his Excuſe Now for our own, 
Why, Faith, in my Opinion, we need none. 
The Parts were fitted well; but ſome will ſay, 
Pox on 'em, Rogues, what made em chuſe this Play ? 
do not doubt but you will credit me, 
It was not Choice, but mere Neceſſity; 
o all our writing Friends, in Town, we ſent, 
Put not a Wit durſt venture out in Lextz 


Have 
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© Have Patience but till Faſer Term, and 0 


You ſhall have Tigg and Hobby-Horſe agen. 


Here's Mr. Marruz w, our domeſtic Wit, 


Does Promiſe one o'th' Ten Plays he has writ; 


But ſince great Bribes weigh nothing with the Jug, 25 


Know, we have Merits, and to them we truſt: 


WM When any faſts, or Holydays, defer 


The public Labours of the Theatre, | 
We ride not ſorth, altho*\the Day be fair, 
On ambling Tit, to take the Suburb Air; 


Bat with our Authors meet, and ſpend that Time 


To make up Quarrels between Senſe.and Rkime. 
Wedneſdays and Fridays conſtantly we fate, 
Till after many a long and free Debate, 


For divers weighty Reaſons 'twas thought fit, 
Unruly Senſe ſhould ſtill to Rhime ſubmit. 

* This, the meſt wholeſome Law we ever made, 
2 — 80 ſtrictly in this Er iL oc uE obey'd, 

Brs!ure no Man here will ever dare to real. 


[ Enter Jounson's Ghof. 9 


- Hold, and give Way, for I myſelf will ſpeak z - 
Can you encourage ſo much Inſolence, _ 
And add new Faults ſtill to the great Offence 


Your Anceſtors ſo raſhly did commit, 
Againſt the mighty Powers of Art and Wit? 


When they condemn'd thoſe noble Works of mine, 


SE JANUS, and my beſt Jov'd CATALINE: 5 


belanging to the Dubs +4 York's Theatre. 
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* Mr. forms Mepzouxx, 42 Eminent” Aar, 


> Bot Doha nem 4. 
Repent, or on your guilty Heads ſhall fall 5 
The Curſe of many a Rhiming Faſloral :. 
The Three old Beauchamps * ſball revive. again, 
And with the London-Prentice F conquer Spain. 
All the dull Follies of the former Age 

| Shall find Applauſe on this corrupted Sage. 
But if you pay the great Arrears of Praiſe, 

So long ſince due to my much- injur'd Plays, 1 
From all paſt Crimes I firſt well ſet you free, 
And 7her inſpire ſome One to write Uke Me. | 


» „ Alluding to the Three Parts of DEED VI. by Shake- f 


ſpeare. 


+ The London ProDIGAL. 4 Comedy, b ee, 
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T Noon, i in a Sunſhiny 2 
The brighter Lapy of the May, 


2 Curoxis innocent and gay, 


Sat KxorTIxO in a Shade: 


Each ſlender Finger play d its Part, 
With ſuch Activity and Art, 


As. would Inflame a youthful Heart, 


And warm the moſt decay d. 


Her fav'rite Swain, by Chance, came by, 


He ſaw no Anger in her Eye; | 
Yet when the ba//u/ Boy drew nigh, 
She would have ſeem'd afraid. 


| $he let her Ivory Needle fall, 


And hurPd away the $2vifted Ball ; 


But ſtrait gave STREPHoN ſuch a Call, 
As would have rais'd the Dead. 


Dear gentle Youth, is't none but Thee? 


With Innocence I dare be free; 


By ſo much Truth and Modeſty 


No Nymph was e'er betray'd. 


Come 


_ * This auas aurote in Compliment to Queen Mary. 


* 
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Come lean thy Head upon my Lap; 
While thy ſmooth Cheeks I ſtroke and ſe; 
Thou may ſt ſecurely take a Nap. 
Which he, poor Fool, obey d. 
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She ſaw him yawn, and heard him ſaore, 
And found him faſt aſleep all oer. 


She ſigh'd, and could endure no more, 
But ſtarting up, he. /aid, 
Such Virtue ſhall rewarded be: | fy 
For this thy ul Fidelity, 9 
I'll truſt you with my Flocks, not Me, | 
Purſue thy grazing Trade; 
Go milk thy Goats, and ſhear thy Sheep, | 
And watch all Night thy Flcks to keep; 5 
Thou ſhalt no more be ulld aſleep : 
By Me miſtaken Maid. 5 
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__— | The Blind ARC HEA 


4 5 

H oct 8, tis time to Alarm your bright Eyes, 
And lay by thoſe terrible Glances ; 

3 live in an Age that's more civil and wiſe, 


Than to follow the Rules of Romances. 


: 15 | . 
When once your round Bubbies begin but to pout, 
' They'll allow you no long Time of Courting ; 3. 
And you'll find it a very hard Taſk to hold out, 
7 For all Maidens are Mortal at app 


. ban 5 1 


* 4 N = * 2 — 
£ : a 70 R Wiz 
* - 
. 1 — " 


* — 
"I — = \ 
» 4 — " 2 bh oof 
» 6 ; * * rene 0 wo 
2 
Ph x 1 1 * 
z4 


** 
N 
* 
8 
* 
\ 
LY 


* 
«= 
SY 


1 * wa * r F - " ">. "07" 205 2 - 3 * 1 
* "IR" 5 2 N ( nbc 4. WP.” Pr £4) Wa. 2 4 A 1 L — 
b ne n e nA ea nga, 3 , Rn 44 ol NP OT a te 
= ps 3 1 abs ee „ 7 rg 3 5 8 
25 n 1 2 1 n £ — 
„ * ** 1 N 5 NN \ 7 5 y PST 3 PN 
N * * * " & bs 1 4 * N <4 a "WE, 


=. on. 
Black B E S S. 
Ethinks the — Town has been troubled too logs. 
With Pa1Lis and ChLoRIs in every Song, 
By Fools, who at once can both love and deſpair, 
And will never leave calling em cruel and fair. 


Which juſtly provokes me in Rhime to expreſs © © 8 
The Truth that 1 know of bonny black Bzss. © 


This Bzss of my Heart, this Bzss of my Soul,. l 
Has a Skin white as Mili, and Hair black as a Coal; 
She's plump, yet with Eaſe you may ſpan her round Wait, 
But her round ſwelling Thighs can ſcarce be embrac'd: 
Her Belly is %%, not a Word of be reſt ; 

But Iknow what 1 think, when I drink to the B66. 
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. 
he 5 Plowman and . the arranter Clown, LY 
At Home ſhe /ub4u'd in her Paragon-Gown ; | 
But now ſhe adorns both the Boxes and Pit, 
And the proudeſt Town-Gallants are forc'd to Submit : 
All Hearts fall a leaping wherever ſhe comes, 
And beat Day and Night, like my Lom Craven's Drums. 


IV. : 
J dare not permit her to come to WHITERATLI, 
For ſhe' d ont-ſhine the Ladies, Paint, Jewels, and all; 
If a Lerd ſhould but whiſper his Lowe in a Crowd, 
She'd ſell him a Bargain, and laugh out aloud : 
Then the-Quzen over-hearing what BeTTY did ye” | 
| Would 55877 Mr. Ror ER to take her away. f 


| v. 
But do tboſe fiat have had my dear Bess in their Arms, 
id She's gentle, and knows how to ten her Charms: . 
And to every Peauty can add a new Grace, 55 — 6 
Having learn'd how to /z/þ and to trip in her Pace 5 
And with Head on one Side, and a languiſbing Eye, 


To kill us s by e if fe would TI 
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| Written at SE A in the firſt Doren- 
WAR, 166 5, the Night before an En- 
gagement. 


I. 
AO all you Tagen now at Land po | 
We len at Sea indite - eee, 
But firſt wou'd have you underſtand. | | 
How hard it is to write; 
The Muſes now, and Neptune too, 
We muſt implore to write to you. 
With a Fa, la, la, la, la. 


IG Si bow Cog 
For tho' the Maſes ſhould prove kind. 
And fill our empty Brain NG FS 
Yet if rough Neptune rouſe the Wind, | 
To wave the Azure Main, 


Oiaur Paper, Pen, and Ink, and we, i 
Koll up and down our Ships at Sea. 
Vith a Fa, &c. 5 : 
D 3 WS 
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Then, if we write not by each Poſt, : 
Think not we are unkind ; 

Nor yet conclude our Ships are loſt 

By Dutchmen, or by Wind : 

Our Tears we'll ſend a ſ peedier Way, 


The Tide ſhall bring em twice a _ | 
With a Fa, c. 


. | 
The Kine, with Wonder and Surprize, 


Will ſwear the Seas grow 60%; 
Becauſe the Tides will higher riſe, 


lan vr tity us 0 Of old: 

© Bat let him know it is our Tears 

Brings Floods of Grief to Vbitehall Stairs. 
With a Fa, &c. 


V. 

Should foggy Orp au chance to know 
Our ſad and diſmal Story; 

The Dutch wou'd ſcorn ſo weak a Foe, 
And quit their Fort at Goeree : 

For what Refiftance can they find 


From Men who've left their Hearts behind? d 
Tx @ Fa, &c. 


VI. Let 


VI. 
Let. Wind and Weather do its worſt, 
Be You to Us but kind; 


Let Dutchmen vapour, Spaniards curſe, 


No Sorrow we ſhall find: 


*Tis then no Matter how Things go, 


Or who's our Friend, or who's our F oe. 
With a Fa, &e. | 


3 VII. 
To paſs our tedious Hours away, 
We throw a merry Main; 


Or elle at ſerious Ombre play; 


But, why ſhould we in vain 
Each others Rain thus purſue ? 


We were undone when we 2 7 * 


With a Fa, &c. 
VIII. 


But now our Fears tempeſtuous grow, 


And caſt our Hopes away ; 


Whilſt you, regardle/s of our Woe, 


Sit carele/5 at a Play: : 
Perhaps permit ſome happier Man 


To Kiſs your Hand, or flirt your Fan. 


With a Fa, &c. 


D 
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IX. I 
| When any a Tere you bear, 3 * 
hat des in ev'ry Nor; | 3 
| Wen it n with each Man's Care, 


For being fo remote : | 
Think then how often Love we've made- 


To you, when all thoſe Tunes were Pay 4. 
With a Fa, &C. | 


1 4 
In Justice you cannot refuſe, 
To think of our Diſtreſ; 
When we for Hopes of Honour loſe- 
Our certain Happineſs te 
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All thoſe Deſigns are but to prove 


. Ourſelves more worthy of: your, — | 
i tha Fa, — 


- | 1 

And now we've told you all our Loves, = 
And likewiſe all our Feers ; & 

In Hopes this Declaration moves. 

: Some Pity for our Tears: 

Let's hear of no Incenſtancy, 2 

We ha ve too much of hat at Sea. 1 = 
With a Fa, la, la, la, la. 1 
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Quo hea Libris, von licet ire mils, Dons 
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"Ear me,. dull Profiieats; orle'than my Wife, 
Like her, the Shame and Clog of 5 dull Hy, ; 
Whoſe firſt E/ay was in a Tyrant's Praiſe, 
Baway in Prologues, blaſphemous in Plays: 
So lewd, thou mad'ſt me for the Church unfit, 
And I had ftarv'd, but for a lucky Hit, 
When the wweat Miniſters implor'd my Wit: | | 
Stol'ſt me from Buſineſs, where I might have made By. v8 


A ſolid Fortune, to thy barren Trade. $0: . 

My Father wiſely bid me be a Clerk; — * 58 . 

Thou whiſper'd' ſt, Boy, be thou a rearing Spark. * « . " 
„„ .  - Ah 0 


* His Panegyrick on Oliver Cromwell. 
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| $1 le fatal Hour new Hopes purſu'd, 
Set up for Wit, and aukwardly was lewd ; | 
Drank gainſt my Stomach, gainſt my Conſcience ſwore, 
Againſt my Will, Imarry'd a rank Whore : 
After 2 Children, and a third 1 
By brawny Brothers hector'd into Marriage. 
Affected Rapes and Luſts Tad never known; 
As if chat all GOMORRAH was my own. . 
Nor Love, nor Wine, could ever ſee me gay, 5 
To writing bred, I knew not what to ſay, . 
With ſcolding Wife and ſtarving Chits beſet, 
When I want Money, and no Friend will treat, 
_ Chear'd with one Cup of thy Caſtalian Spring, 
Ican eby/ethe Church, my Friend, and King; 
Fal him he's jilted, fool'd, led by the Naſe, | ; 
= : Then, like ALMA NZ OR, turn upon his Foes; _ 4 
L ibel his Miſtreſſes, and Stateſmen too, | 
Then Oer his whoring Life old Davip throw, . 
hy whom Un1an was ſo baſely ſlain; 5 
Baut our good Monarch ſpares his CasTIEMAIx, | 
And Oa r Es his Plots, and Treaſons, ſwears in vain : 
Defame the Men that gave.me Meat and Cloaths, 
And then deny it with a thouſand Oaths. 
Avs1E1 to pleaſe, call RocursTzR a Fool, 
Srl Ex a Capuchin, and Doxs Br dull. 
I, like Bokosxk x, by the falſe Count hir'd, 
On Scrooy my Blunderbuſs of Satire fir d; 
In cool blood call'd him Fool, Knave, Coward too ; 
What more to HaL1,, or CRansoukn could I do; ? 
Who long enjoy'de'er I began to Woo? 


Thou'lt hs 


Miſcellaneous POE Ms. 59 

Thou'lt ſay, perhaps, What is all this to thee, 
If I a Coward, Cuckold, Villain be? 

But then thou ſhould'ſt thy ſacred Aid refuſe, 

When J invoke it to ſo baſe a Ule; _ = 
Blunt, of my murd'ring Pen, the killing Point, 
And honeſtly refuſe the odious Hint. | | 4 
But thou ne'er.com'ſt ſo gladly to my Call, 5 | 
As when on Merit unprovok'd I fall. 

Is there a Patriot to be defam'd, MP. 

Lady abus'd, or virtuous Action blam'd ? | 

Thou, with Officious Haſte, rank'ſt ev'ry Word, 

And giv'ſt thy raging Madman a ſharp Swords? 
Devils to Witches are not more at Hand, 
Than thou, when I an helliſh Taſk Command, 

To thee, ungrateful! what has Mo nmouTH: done, 

That, Par/on-like, thou call'ſt him ABsaLoN 5 

And by that Name doſt fooliſhly ich; 3:5 pit a 

He from old Da vip 's Head the Crown would 8 : 
Was he ambitious, he had kept his Place : | 
Stood high in David's as the People's Grace; 

And warlike Chief of the Prætorian Bands, : 
To the whole Nation's Hearts had join'd their Hande; 8 
Of publick Good diſſembled his deep Care, 

With the falſe IE BUS TE a- while kept fair; 

Then in ſome great deciſive glorious Day, 

Make thoſe vile Cormorants diſgorge their Prey,. 

Our Church, Religion, Freedom, and our Laws, 

Thoſe darling Morſels of their longing Jaws. 
Wiſe STawLey thus, till Bofavorth's fatal Day, WE. 
. Did . Faith to cruel RICHARD. Pays | 


* 13 . F 


2 6 Og — 1 
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But left the Tyrant! in the Heat of Fight, 

And brought Succeſs to Ha «xv's drooping Right: 
 MoxmovuTH's brave Mind could no Diſguiſe endure, 

Still noble Ways preferring to ſeeure, | 


N While Dav1y laviſhes his People's Love, 
He buys the Purchaſe with Deſign Cimprove : 5 
And like ſome prudent Kinſmen, reconvey 0 ; 


What the wild Heir hath vainly thrown away, 
Leſt the Great antient Family decay. 

Good Honeſt Dx vin, why would'ſt thou haue made 
Of ſuch a Son and Parliament afraid? * / 
Which whilſt he ſways; what Faction dares dif] pate, 

Or who can ſay, He is not abſolute! 
Thro' them he may command the People's Parſe, - 
And ſpend their Wealth and Blood without a Curſe. 
By Laws they would a Popiſh Heir exclude, 
Not by rude Force, or a tumultuous Crowd: 
Againſt Navarre the factious Princes leagu'd, 
And the right Heir the Papal Wo Id intrigu'd: 
When a long War had plac'd him on the Throne, 
The State-Religion he was fore'd to own n; - 
The harmleſs People took it in good Part, 
The zealous Church yet ſtabb'd him to the Heart; 
Taught all by Story, there was no Defence, 
But they muſt change their Faith, or change their Prince, 
Who would not here the like Extreams prevent, 
And ſettle Things by Aid of Parliament? 
Thou only Court preſiding at the Helm, 
Which mak'ſt all others uſeful to the Realm; 


Inferior 
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Lohe Judges trembling to decree FO | 
What may hereafter be condemn'd by thee: 
The Chancellors and ill Stateſman's only Dread, | B 
For it is thou alone can reach their Head, —_—_ 
By thee fell Woll sz, and falſe CLarznDon,. | | [ 
Abandon'd by their Kings, but here undone ;- 

f Both over-whelm'd for daring to remove, UL 2 
Or ſtem the Torrent of their Maſter's Love: 
The one fair BuzLzx to his Prince deny d; : 

The other made loy'd STuaxm, Ricumon®'s Pride, C 

1 And with the Royal Blood for ever mingled Hips. J 

To their own Ruin can all Men agree, 

And none the Precipice but Courtiers fee? 

Courtiere, who importune the Sovereign, 

To pardon Robbers, Cut-throats, for their Gain; 

Who live on Ideots, Lunaticks, Forfeits, Fines, 
And cannot thrive but when the Nation pines. 

Unhappy we, if rul'd by ſuch, whoſe Rent 
Conſiſts in Breeches of the Government. 

Some few there are with great Eſtates indeed, 

Yet labour with imaginary Need 
strange ſort of Fools, who, for one Penſion more, 
Enſlave themſelves, and all they had before, 

Others, with Titles and new Earldoms caught, 
Would give up all for which the Barons fought : 
They're equally unfit for Government, 

Who nothing have, or nothing will content. 

Who bid thee in Acari oPHEL'S vile Name, 

Old Davin 8 Errors agd his F aulks proclaim ? 3 


2 5 


* 
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Or ſay, Plots True or Falſe are needful Ning, _ 
To ſet up Commonwealths, and pull down; Kings? 
That Davin, whom thou doſt with Rev'rence name, 
Charm'd into Eaſe, grows careleſs of his Fame, 

And brib'd with petty Sums of foreign Gold, 

Is grownin Ba THSHEBA's Embraces 'old? 
That, like the Prince of Angels, from his Height, 
He now comes downward with diminiſh'd Light? 
If Davip once ill Language lay to Heart, 
Who ſhall the Poet from the Traytor part? 

The People's Voice, of Old the Voice of God, 
Thou call'ſt the Voice of an N Crowd. 
Crowds are the Fools,— — 


That flock to thine and D'Ur rx ys 1 Plays, 


And give implicit Claps on your third Days: 0 
About the Stage of Mountebank they wait. 
And whoop at Cudgels, or a broken Pate, 
But have, like thee, no Int'reſt in the State, 
Rule as thou wilt the Realm of Mexico, | 

And under Iron Vokes make Indians, Bow ;. 
But with old England what haſt thou to do? 

Who from our Kings an uſeful Pow'r would take; 133 
Nor have they Pow'r ; but for the People's Sake 
Diſarm themſelves, and Ararchy beſpeak. 

Kings may do good at their Full Stretch of Will, 
And need not for a Strain of Law ſtand till : 


They ſpare with Mercy, tho' with Judgment kill, 


Confin'd, like God, only from doing III. 
Thus in our Papal Fire, to ſave the Town, 


Some * were bien up, and ſome pull'd down: 
| | None 
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None blam'd the Order, ſince tas underſtood, 7 
A private Miſchief's for the publick Good. | 
Tho' we all periſh, yet we muſt forbeer 7 
The ſacred Title of a Popiſh Heir, 
If we thy fooliſh Politicks ſhould hear. 
Somewhere there muſt a Sov'reign Power be, 
In King, in Lords, in Commons, or all Three, 
Deriv'd from God, and only leſs than his, 
Which ean do all, and nothing do amiſs ; 
The ſacred Ties of Marriage can diſſolve, 
And Children in their Parents Crimes involve, 
Making thoſe Baſtards who had elſe been Heirs, 
And injur'd Huſbands legal Widowers ; 1 
Cut off Entails, make new, repeal old Laws, & = 
And of contending Kings decide the Cauſe. Oo 1 
Thus from the Helm our learned RicHARD thruſt, I 
Confeſs'd their Pow'r, and own'd their Sentence Ta” 7 
And on the Throne our brave Fourth Edward fate, © 
Whilſt HA RR v liv'd a Pris'ner of the State. 
ALPHoNso thus depos'd for his Weak Life, * 22 
PepRo enjoy'd his Kingdom and his Wife. 
There Jus Divinum barks not at his Right, 
Damns not his Rule by Day, nor Love by Night. 
In his Defence, each private Man may kill; 
Muſt then a Nation periſh and ſtand ſtill? 

If for our Laws, Faith, God, we may not fight, 
When can a Chriſtian Sword be in the Right? 
O! the prodigious Wit, and wond'rous Sting, 
Tocall AchiT' HET 2 80n, unfeather d two. legg d ching! 
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So by old Pra ro Man was once defin'd 
Till a pull'd Cock that Notion undermin'd: 
Thy AuizEL with Bull Jox as ſelf. may vye 
For all but Courage, Wit, and Honeſty. 
As loud he roar'd 'gainſt the Prerogative, 
As ſharply blam'd, -as ſtingily would give, 

Till his own Wants oblig'd him to receive, 
And on his cheated Sire he could no longer live: 
- Whoſe whole Eſtate, when he in Truſt, had got, 

Thy honeſt Au iE U grudg'd him Pipe and Pot. 
Thy Husnal next, a true Friend e' er a Man, 
So ſoon his Dearneſs with his Prince began, 
Was but Fourteen when Da vip was Abroad, 
Leſs fit for a King's Friendſhip than a Rod; 
Which he deſerv'd, when he with Tears reply'd, 
And in full Houſe the loyal Baby cry'd, 
How could one German Journey teach his Vouth, 
And add Experience to his native Truth ! | 
Abroad he learn'd to live upon his Prince, 

As ev'ry Fool, Whore, Bully, has done fince ; 
To other Merit he has no Pretence. 
BarziLLA1's Prajſe I could rehearſe again, 
And make the ſecond Labour of my Pen; 
Wile, Valiant, Loyal, Rich, of high Deſcent, 
Born t' all that Fortune for her Darlings meant, 
Who nobly ſcorn'd a private Happineſs, 

When he beheld the Sov'reign in Diſtreſs: : 

To Arms he flew, but, with bold Ca ro's Fate, 
Eſpons'd the Cauſe that Fortune ſeem'd to hate: 


Striving 
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Striving to ſave the Head that wore the Crown, 

He pull'd the mighty Ruin on his own. | | 2 
But why extoll'd Jeruſalem's Sagan, £46 ARE. | 
At Drink and Whores indeed a very Dragon ? 

Not Mac DALEN, poſſeſs'd in all her Prime 
Wich her ten Devils, ould have equall'd him. 
Why would'ſt thou call thy AbRIEL a Muſe, 
And Davin of his haſty Riſe accuſe ? 
When we all know the ſame obliging Hand 
Gave him his George, and CHURCHILL his Commands 
IERMIx his Country Houſe, and BRoMw1C# his Poynt 


Band-. : 
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Or JornAM flatter'd that vain a fickle Thing, 
Famous for Jeſts upon the Church and King :. 
One while PYTHacGor as's harmleſs Food, 
For Thoughts and Politicks muſt cool his Blood; 

Y And then again with Whores and luſty Wines, 
Revels all Night, and thinks him mad that Dines. | 
Quibbles, Jokes,. Puns, and trifling Wit he has, 
And, like the Sauede, is very rich in Braſs: 
Againſt the Court and Day 1D's ſelf he roar'd, 

How ill he govern'd, and how worſe he whor'd ; 
Would ſwear a Parrot had more Wit than Nz1LY, ' 
With her parch'd Face, more wrinkled than P— Belly. 
Yet now to Both, like Popiſh Saints, he prays, 
Which ſhews he will not burn in James's Days: 
In his plain Band, and Honeſty in Show, 

He only aim'd at Danzy's Overthrow; 
Which when obtain'd, this Patriot had his Ends, 
And farewel all his plain well-meaning Friends; 


There 
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Sheriff 's and Juries pack'd, Juſtices made 
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There was no Plot, no Popiſh Duke to fear, 


With Dans v all our Dangers diſappear. 


Dansy thus ſetting, to prevent dark Night, 


This paler Moon ſhews forth its clearer Light, 


Miſguides-our Counſellors with her glimm'ring Ray, 
And all our Men of Bus' neſs loſe their Way: 


Our Parliament diſſolv'd, new Members meet, 


An Oxford Journey muſt Allay their Heat : 
But the true Engliſs Intereſt appear d, 


The Silver Smiths for their Diana fear'd ; 


Pop' ry would paſs on us in no Diſguiſe, 

No Flow'rs could hide that Serpent from our Eyes, 
We're in ſuch haſte diſſolv'd, that in the Street 
New choſen with Diſtolving Members meet; 
And then a Paper in good DAvip's Name, 

Muſt the Proceedings of the Houſe defame. 


Knights of th' Addreſs, and all falſe Colours laid, 


To cheat their Party with a vain Conceit, > 


The People, Parliaments both fear and hate. 
What Sa uso in a Dungeon, Captive, Blind, 


In ſpiteful Rage for cruel Foes deſign'd, 


The Houſe of Commons mult be thought to do. 


Againſt themſelves, and thoſe that truſt em too. 


The Head ſhall ſooner fear its own right Hand, | 
Parents their ſmiling Infants Death Command, 


The chearful Birds fit filent in the Spring, 


Than Lords or Commons hurt the Realm or King. % 
; They 
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They may thy Heroes, that ſmall faithful Band, 
Precious Counſellors, who dare ſingly ſtand 
*Gainſt the collective Wiſdom of the Land. 
Davip in Exile had more Friends than thou 
Wilt to his beſt, his happier Days allow. 

Why ſounds thy Trumpet in the Time of Peace ? 
Art thou afraid our Diff rences ſhould ceaſe, - 
That thus thou talk'ſt of Rebels, Treaſons, more 5 
Than any 1riſþ Witneſs ever ſwore? 
Soldiers of Fortune thus to drive a Trade, 
Care not what Ruin, or what Slaughter 8 made. TY 


| But hear me propheſy, and mark me well; e 
E'er thrice the Roſe renews its fragrant Smell, 
People and King ſhall join, like Man and. Wife, 
„And both abhor the Engines of their Strife: 


And thou, caſhier'd, ſhalt to the Stage again, 
Pleaſe none but filly Women, or worſe Men; ; 


Davip ſhall find Duty an empty Word, So —— J : 
(For diff rent Faiths can never have one Sword; = 
The Knot of Friendſhip is but looſely ty'd,. 

'Twixt thoſe that heavenly Concerns divide) 

He then ſhall with his Parliament agree; 

And Lives and Fortunes ſhall their Language be. i 
MonMovuT be bleſs'd for all that he has done, „ 
| While thy vile Heroes to their Pardons run. 


No more ſhall they endure a Hackney Pen, 2 ! 
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Did but look and love a while, 
*T'was but for one half Hour: 

Then to reſiſt I had no Will, 

And now I have no Fever. 


3 


Joo ſigh, and wifh, is all my Eaſe; 
13 Sishs, which do Heat impart, 
Tnough to melt the coldeſt Ice, 
*1 Vet cannot warm your Heart. ; 
©! would your Pity give my Heart 
One Corner of your Breaſt; 


would learn of yours the winning Art, 
And quickly ſteal the reſt. 
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A Laſpt in the Arms of her I love, 
In vain, alas! for Life I ſtrove: 
My flutt'ring Spirits, wrapt in Fire 
Buy Love's myſterious Art, 
Borne on the Wings of fierce Deſire, 
Flew from my flaming, Heart, 


II. 
Thus ly ing in a Trance for dead, - 
Her ſwelling Breaſts bore up my Head; 
When waking from a pleaſing Dream, 
Ida her killing Eyes, 


W -ich did in fiery Glances ſeem 
Jo fay, Now CL1a dies. 
4 KH 1 
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III. Fa'nting, 
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Fainting, ſhe preſs'd me in her Arms, 
And trembling lay, diſſolv'd in Charms; 
When with a ſhiv'ring Voice, ſhe cry'd, 
Muſt I alone, then, die? 
No, no, I languiſhing reply'd, 
Tl bear thee Company. 


— 4 iy 


IV. 
Melting our Souls thus into one, 
Swift Joys our Wiſhes did out-run : 
Then launch'd in rolling Seas of Bliſs, 
We bid the World adieu; 
—— by every Want Kiſs, 


N 
4 I 0o be for ever true. 5 
3 
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I aſcribed. to 


. ROWE, Eſp > 


"Þ Me SAMUEL COBB 4 10 
Late 2 Ti rinily College in 2 3 1 
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The ARGUMENT. 


NICHOLAS, à Scholar of Oxford, prafifeth” avith 
ALISON, Se Carpenter's Wife of Oſne, to deceive her 
H Gand; but in the Endis rewarded according). 


Hilom in Oxford an old Chu did dwell, 

A Carpenter by Trade, as Stories tell; 
Who by his Craft had heap'd up many a Hoard, 
And furniſh'd e both my * and Board. 


* 
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wi 7 
Mr. Cobb died in the Year 1713; and was interred in 
1 a. Chae of * Ho Ypital, SO: 1 
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But notable for Sciences and Senſe, 


Yet, the be took Degrees in Arts, his Mind 
Was moſtly to Afrology inclin'd : 


On ſeveral Shelves were couched nigh his | 


_ Miſeellnearss POE MS. 
With him a Scholar lodg'd, of ſlender Means, 


A lad in Divination ſkill'd and and, 


. Who by Interrogations could conclude, 
If Men ſhould aſk him, at what certain Hours 
The droughty Earth would gape for cooling Show'rs, 


When it ſhould rain, or ſnow, what ſhould befal 
Of fifty Things; I cannot reckon all. 
This learned Clerk had got a mighty Fame 


For Modefty, and NICHOLAS his Name. 
Subtile he was, 'well-taught in Cuprp's Trade, 


But ſeem'd as meck and baſhfal as a Maid. 


A Chamber in this Hoſtelry he kept, 
Alone che ſtudy'd, and alone he flept | 
With ſweet and fragrant Herbs the Room was s dreſt, | 


But he was ten times ſweeter than the beſt, 


His Books of various Size, or great or ſmall, 

His Augrim Stones to caſt Accounts withal ; 

His Afrolabe and Almagiſi apart, 

With twenty more hard Names of cunning Art, 


And the Prefs cover'd with a folding a 
Above, an Inſtrument of Muſick lay, 
On which Tweet Melody he-0s'd to pla, 
So wond'rous ſweet, thatall the Chamber rung, 
And 1/24 + he ſung; 1 bat. 


Jie Name of a Brokof — 2 rale 
1t The Angel's Salatation to the Virgin _ 8 = | 
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Then would he chaunt in good King Davip's Note, 
Full often bleſſed was his merry Throat. 

And thus the Clerk in Books and Muſick ſpent 

His Time, and Exhibitions yearly Rent. 


This Carpenter had a new married Wife, 
Lov'd as his Eyes, and dearer than his Life. 

The buxom Laſs had twice nine Summers ſeen, 
And her briſk Blood ran high in er ry Vein. 

The Dotard, jealous of ſo ripe an 1 Age, 

Watch'd her, and lock 'd her, like a Bird in Cage : 
For ſhe was wild, and in her lovely Prime; 


But he, poor Man! walk'd down the Hill of Time, - 


He kney the Temper of a youthful Spouſe, 
And oft was ſeen to rub his aking Brows, _ - 
He knew his own weak Side, and dreamtin Bed, 
She had or would be planting on his Head. 

He knew not CaTo, for his Wit was rude, ' 

That Men ſhould wed with their Similitude. 
Like ſhould with Like, in Love and Years, engage, 
For Youth can never be a Rhyme to Age. 

Hence Jealouſies create a nuptial War, 

And the warm Seaſons with the frigid jar: 

But when the Trap's once down, he muſt endure 
His Fate, and Patience is the only Care. 
Perhaps His Father and a hundred more 

Of honeſt Chriſtians, were thus ſerv'd before. 
Fair was his charming Conſort, and withal 
Slender her Waiſte, and like a WeaſePs, ſmall. 
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74 Miſcellanebus PoE Ms. 
She had a Girdle barred all with Silk, 
And a clean Apron, white as Morrow Milk. 
White as her Smock, embroider'd all before, 
Which on her Loins in many Plaits ſhe wore. 
Broad was her ſilken Fillet, ſet full high, 
And oft ſhe twinkled with a liquoriſh Eye. | 
Her brows were arched like a bended Bow, _ 0 6 


Like Marble ſmooth, and blacker than a She, 

She ſofter far than Mool, or fleecy Snow. 
| Were you to ſearch the Univerſe around, 

So gay a Wench was never to be found. 

With greater Brightneſs did her Colour ſhine, 
Than a new Noble of the freſheſt Coin. 5 
Shrill was her Song, and loud her piercing Note, 
No Sawalloao on a Barn had ſuch a Throat. 4 

To this fhe Kipp'd and caper'd, like a Lamb, 
Or Kid, or Caf, when they purſue their Dam, 
Sweet as Metheglin was her Honey Lip, | 

Or Hoard of Apples which in Hay are kept. 

Wincing ſhe was, as is a jolly Cole, 

Long as a Maſt, and upright as a Bolt. 

Above her Ancles laced was her Shoe ; 

She was a Primryſe, and a Pig ſrye too; 

And fit to lig by any Chriſtian's Side, 
Or a Lord's Miſtreſs, or a Yeoman's Bride. 
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3 | Now, Sir, what think you hae the caſe beſen 
'M This NicnoLas, (for I the Truth will tell) 

Was a meer Wag, and on a certain Day, 

When the good Mon, the Huſband, was away, 


22 | * 


Began to ſport and wanton with his Dame, 
For Clerks are fly, and very full of Game) 


Fie NicnoLas, away your Hand, quoth ſhe, 


I vowTll tell, and bawl it o'er the Town. 


That ſhe would meet his Love, tho' mighty loath, 


* (You know I Huſband has a jealous Pate) | 
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And privily he caught her by That ſame. 

My * Lemman Dear, quoth he, I'm all on Fire, | 
And periſh, if you grant not my Deſire. 

He claſp'd her round, and held her faſt, and cry'd, 
O let me, let me—never be deny'd 

At this ſhe wreath'd her Head, and ſprung aloof, 
Like a young friſking Colt, whoſe tender Hoof 
Ne'er felt the Farrier's Hand, and never knew 
The Virgin Burden of an Iron Shoe. 


Is this your Breeding and Civility ? | | 
Foh ? Idle Sot! What means th' unmanner'd Clown, - 
To teaze me thus, and toſs me up and down? 


You're rude, and will you not be anſwer'd, No? 
I will not kiſs you——prithee, let me go. 


Here Nichol As, a young, deſigning Knave, . 
Began to weep, and cant, and Pardon crave, * 
So fair he ſpoke, and importun' d fo faſt, 

This ſeeming modeſt Spouſe conſents at laſt ; 

By good St. Thomas I ſwore, her uſual Oath, 


8 


If you, ſaid ſhe, convenient Leiſure wait, 2 25 
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* I will requite you, for if once the Beaſt TW 
« Should chance to find us out, and fmell the Jeſt, 2; | 
«] muſt be a dead Woman at the leaſt, | | 


Let that, quoth Nas ne er vex your Head, 
He muſt be a meer learned Aſs indeed, 
And very fooliſhly beſets his Wile, 
Who cannot a dull Carpenter beguile. 
And thus they were accorded, thus they ſwore 
To wait the Time, as I have ſaid before. 
And now when NrcHoLas had wore away | 
The pleaſant Time in harmleſs am'rous Play, 
To his melodious Pſaltery he flew, | N 2s | 
| Play'd Tunes of Love, by which his Paſſion grew, 8 | 
| Then printed on her Lips a dear Auen. | 
8 happen'd thus I cannot rightly tell, 
If it on Eaſter, or on Whitſon fell; 
That on a Holiday, this modeſt Dame 
To church with other honeſt Neighbours came, 
In a good Fit to hear the Parſon. preach. 
What the divine Apoſtles us'd to teach. 
Bright was her Forehead, and no Summer's Day 
Shone half ſo clear, ſo tempting, and ſo gay. 


Now to this Pariſh did a Clerk belong, 
Who many a Time had rais'd a holy Song. 
His Name was ABsALOx, a filly Man, 
WhogurÞ'd his Hair, which ſirutted like a Fan, 
And from his jolly, pert, and empty Head, 
In Golden Ringlets on his Shoulders ſpredd. 5 
| | K 
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His Face was red, his Eyes as grey as Gooſe, 
With St. Paul's Windows figur'd on his Shoes. 
Full properly he walk'd, in Scarlet Hoſe ; 

But light and Silver-colour'd were his Cloaths, | 
And Surplice white as Bloſſoms on the Roſe, 
Thick Poynts and Taſſels did the Coxcomb pleaſe, 
And fetouſly they dangled on his Knees. _ 
He could let Blood, and ſhave your Beard and 3 
But a meer Barber-Surgeon by his Trade. 
Nay, he could write and read, and that is more 
Than twenty Pariſh-Clerks could do before, 
Nay, he could fill a Bond, and learnt from France, 
In thirty Motions how to trip and dance; | 
Could friſk and toſs his twirling Legs in Air, 
Nice were his F cet, and trod it to a Hair. 
Songs would he play, and not to hide his Wit, 
Would ſqueak a Treble to his ſqualling Kit, 
His Dreſs was finical, his Muſic queer, 
And pleas'd a Tapſter's Eyes, or Drawer's Ear, 
No Tavern, Brew- houſe, Ale-houſe in the Towns 
Was to the gentle ABsaLon unknown: 
But he was very careful of his Wind, 
And never let it ſally out behind. 
To give the Devil his Due, he had an Art, 
By civil Speech, to win a Lady's Heart. 


This ABSALON, fo jolly, ſpruce, and gay, 
Went with the Cenſor on the Sabbath Day. 
He ſwung the Incenſe Pot with comely Grace, 


But chiefly would he fume a pretty Face. 
E 3 
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His wanton Eye, which ev'ry where he caſt, 


* = Dwelt on the C rpenters fine Dame at laſt. 


So ſweet and proper was his lovely Wife, 
That be could freely gaze away his Life. | 
Were he a Cat, this pretty Mouſe would feel 
Too ſoon his Tallons, a delicious Meal. 


And now had Cu ip ſhot a piercing Dart, 
And wet the Feathers in his wounded Heart. 
No OfF ring of the handſome Wives he took, 
He wanted nothing but a ſmiling Look. 
The Pariſh Fees refus'd, and ſaid, the Light 
Of the fair Moon ſhines brighteſt in the Night. 
Soon as the Cock had bid the Morning riſe, 
The ſmitten Lover to his Fiddle flies; 

' A hileous Noiſe his ſqueaking Trilloes make, 
* And all the drowſy Neighbourhood awake. 

At the lov'd Houſe ſome am'rous Tunes he play'd, 

And.thus with gentle Voice he ſung, or ſaid, 

Near Lach, if thy Will be, 

I ray bu that you'll pity me. 

And twenty ſuch complaining Notes he ſung, 

Alike the Muſick of his Kit, and Tongue, 

At this the ſtaring Carpenter awoke, 

And thus his Wife (fair AL 150N) beſpoke : 

Art thou aſleep, or art thou deaf, my Dear ? 

And cannot ABsALOu at Window hear 2 

How with his Serenade he charms us all, 

a Chaunting melodiouſly beneath our Wall? 
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ves, yes, I hear him, AL 150N reply'd, | 
Too well, God wot ; and then ſhe turn'd aſide. 
Thus went Affairs, till ABSALON, alas! 


Was a loſt Creature, a meer whining Aſs. 

All Night he wakes, and ſighs, and wears away 

On his broad Locks and Dreſs the live long Dey. 

To ſuch a Height his doating Fondneſs grew, 

To kiſs the Ground, and wipe her very Shoe. 
Where'er ſhe went, he like a Slave purſu'd, 

Wich ſpiced Ale, and ſweet Metheglin woo'd. 

All Dainties he could rap and rend he got, 

And ſent her Tarts and Cuſtards piping hot. 

He ſpar'd no Coſt for an expenſive Treat, 

Of Mead and Cyder, and all Sorts of Meat. 
Throbbing he ſings with his lamenting Throat, @ 
And rival's Py1LoMELa's mournful Note. 

With Rigour ſome, ànd ſome with gentle Arts, 
Have found a Paſlage to young Ladies Hearts: 
Some Wealth have won, and ſome have had the 
To fall enamour'd of a treating Sot. 


Sometimes he Scaramouched it on high, 
And Harlequin'd it with Activity; 
Betrays the Lightneſs of his empty Head, 
And how he could cut Capers in a Bed. 
But neither this nor that the Damſel move, 
For Nichols has ſwept the Stakes of Love. 
The Pariſh. Clerk has nothing met but Scorn, 


And may go Fiddle now, or dien his N 8 
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Thus gentle Ansa Lom is made her Ape, 
And all his Paſſion turn'd into a Jape; 

For Nic uol As is always in her Eye; 

True, ſays the Proverb, that the Nigh are 5. 
A diſtant Love may Diſappointment find, 

For out of Sight is ever out of Mind. 

The Scholar was at H and, as I have told, 
And gave the Pariſh Clerk 22 Dog ro hold. 

. Now Nicaouas, thy Craft and Cunning try, 
That ApsatLow may ae frofund's cry, 


Now when this Carpenter was call'd away, 
To work at O/zey, on a certain Day; | 
The ſubtle Scholar, and the wanton Spouſe, P 
Were dgcently contriving for his Brows : 1 
Agreed, that Nicnoras ſhould ſhape a Wile, 
Her addle-pated Huſband to beguile. 
And if ſo be the Game ſucceeded right, 
She then would ſleep within his Arms all Night: 
Moth were in this one Deſire concern'd, 
Alike They ſuffer'd, and alike they burn d. 
Strait a new Thought leap'd crofs the Scholar's Head, 
Who at that Inſtant to his Chamber fled : 
But to relieve his Thirſt and Hunger, bore | ! 


Of Meat and Liquor a ſubſtantial Store, 

And victuall'd it for a long Day or more. | 
Alice, ſhould your Huſband aſk for Us, quoth he, 2 
Reply, in Scorn, What's NIicnol As to Me? 

Am [h's Keeper? Help your filly Head 5 

Perhaps the Man is mad, aſleep, or dead. 
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My Maid indeed has thump'd this Hour or more, 
And knock'd as if ſhe'd thunder down the Door: 
But he, a moaping Drone, no Anſwer gave, 

Faſt as a Church, and filent as the Grave. 


Thus did one Saturday entire conſume; 
Since Nico LAs had lock'd him in his Room. 
Nor was he idle, for no Lent he kept, 
But eat like other Men, and drank, and ſlept ; 
Did what he lift, 'till the next Sun was new, 
And went to Reſt as common Mortals do. 


This Carpenter was in a grievous Pain, 

Left Nic HOL As ſhould over-work his Brain; 
By Study loſe his Reaſon, or his Life, | | 
Well, by St. Tuo u as, I don't like it, Wife. 
The World we live in is a tickliſh Place, 

And ſudden Death has often ſtop'd our Race. 

I ſaw a Corpſe, as to the Church it paſt, 

And the poor Man at Work but Monday laſt. 
Run, Dick, quoth he, run ſpeedily up Sts irs, 
'Thump at the Door, and ſee how ſtand Affairs. 
Up ftrait he runs, like any Tempeſt flies, 


And knocks, and bawls, and like a Madman cries,, -_- 


Ho! Maſter NicyoLas, what mean. you thus 
To ſleep all Night and Day, and frighten us ? 
He might as well have whiſtled to the Wind, 
As from good NicyoLas an Anſwer find. 
At laſt he ſpy'd a Hole full low and deep, | 
Where uſually the Cat was wont to creep; 
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82 Miſcellaneous Po E Ms. 
Here was diſcover'd to his wond'ring Sight 
The Scholar gazing with his Eyes upright, 
As if intent upon the Stars and Moon; 
And down runs he to tell his Maſter ſoon, 
In what Array he ſaw this ſtudious Man: 
The Carpenter to croſs himſelf began; 
And cry'd, St. Fx ioEswin, help us one and all! 
Little we know what Fate ſhall us befal. 

This Man with his Aſtronomy is got 

Into ſome Frenzy, and ſtark mad, God wot : 
This comes of pooring on his cunning Books, 
Of his Moon-ſnuffing, and Star-peeping Looks: 


/ 


Why ſhould a filly Earth-born Mortal pry 


On Heav'n, and ſearch the Secrets of the Sky? 
Well fare thoſe Men, who no more Learning need, 
Than what's contain'd in the Lord's Pray'r, and Creed, f 
Scholar's ſufficient, if they can but read! 
Thus far'd a ſage Philoſopher “ of old, 
Who walking out, as *tis in Story told, 
Was ſo much with Aſtronomy bewitch'd. 
That his Star-gazing Clerkſhip was beditch'd, 
III Luck attends the Man who looks too high, 
- And can a Star, but not a Marlpit ſpy. 
But, by St. THromMas, this ſhall never paſs z. 
Too well I love this gentle Nicol as. | 
T'll ferret him, unleſs the Devil's in it, 2 
From his brown Fit of Study, ina Minute, | 


Ros1Ns 
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Ronan, let's try if that an Iron Pur 
And your ſtrong Back can make this Scholar ſtir; 
Now Roß IN was a Lad of Brawn and Bones, | 
And by the Haſp heav'd up the Door at once; 
Which in the Chamber fell with dreadful Sound, 
As would a Man like you or me aſtound. 
But Ni cho L as did nothing do but ſtare, 4 -! 
And, likea Statute, ape into the Air. sf 


This Carpenter was in a piteous Fear, 
Becauſe he did not, or he would not, hear; 
Thought ſome deep Melancholy had impair'd 
His Brain, and that of Mercy he deſpair'd; 
For which the Student in his Arms he took 3 
With Might and Main, and by the Shoulders ſhook.z . 
Cry'd, NicnorLas, awake! What, nota Word? XS 
Look down, deſpair not—think upon the Lord! 
Then the Night-Spell he mumbled to himſelf: 
Bleſs thee from Fiends, and ev'ry wicked Elf! 
He croſt the Threſhold, where the Devil might creep, 
And each ſmall Hole, through which an Imp might peep. 
With ſolemn Pater-noſßers bleſt the Door, 
And Ave-Mary's, after and before, 1 
At this the Clerk ſent forth a heavy Sigh, 57 


With Tears, and woful Tone began to cry —— 
And ſgall this World be loft fo foen? Ab, why ? © 
What do I hear ? the Carpenter reply S 0 | 
What ſay'f thou, Nen Las? Sure thop art beige. 


1 | * 


This World, within the Compaſs of an Hour 
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Thy ſelf: Serve God, as we poor Lab' rers do, 


And then no Harm, no Danger will enſue. | 
Ah! Friend; quoth NicaoLas, you little think 
What I can tell; but firſt let's have ſome Drink. 
Then, my dear Hoſt, thou ſhalt in private learn 
Some certain Things, which thee and me concern. 
It ſhall no mortal but your ſelf avail; 0 
Then fetch a Winchefer of mighty Ale. 
And now when both had drank an equal Share, 
Cries NtcuoL as, fit down, and draw your Chair, 
But firſt, ſweet Landlord, you muſt take: an 2525 
To no Man living to betray the Troth : 


For, truſt me, what I'm going to relate | 


Is Revelation, and as ſure as Fate: 


And if vou tell, this Vengeance will enſue, 


No Hare in March will be ſo mad as you. 


Nay, PAY mine Hoſt, I am no Blab, not . 
And hang me, if you catch me in a Lie. 
I would not tell, tho 'twere to ſave my Life, 


To Chick, or Child, to Man, or Maid, or Wife. 


Now, Jonx, quoth Nicnol as, I will not hide 
W hat by my Art I have of late deſery'd ; 
How, as I por'd upon fair CYNVTRHIA's Light, 
Should fall on Menday next, at Quarter-Night, 
A Rain ſo ſudden, and ſo long to boot, 
That Noan's Flood was but a Spoonful to't. 


Shall all be drown'd ; ſo hideous is the Shower, 
* will the Cute and Mankind devour. 


Cries 
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Cries then this ſilly Man, Alas, my Wife! 
My Boſom- Comfort, and my better Life! 
And muſt ſhe drown and periſh with the reſt ? 
My Al iso x, the Darling of my Breaſt ; 
At this well nigh he ſwoon'd, overwhelm'd with Grief, | 
Fetch'd a deep Sigh, and is there no Relief, 
No Remedy, he cry'd, no Succour left? 
Are we, alas! of ev'ry Hope bereft ? 
No, by no Means, quoth this deſigning Clerk, 
Beof good Heart, and by Inſtruction work: 
For if by NicaoLas you will be led, 

And build no Caſtles in your own wild Head, 
None ſo ſecure ; for So LoMo x ſays true, 
Work all my Counſel, and you cannot rue. 
If you'll be govern'd, and be rul'd by me, 
I'll undertake to ſave thy Wife and Thee; 
By my own Art againſt the Flood prevail, 
And make no Uſe of either Maſt or Sail. 


Have you not heard how, when the World was N ; 


Noa by heav'nly Inſpiration taught; 
Ay, ay, quoth Joan, I've in my Bible found, 
That once, upon a time, the world was drown'd, 
Haſt thou not heard how NOA was concern'd 
For his dear Wife, and how his Bowels yearn'd, 
Till he had built and furniſh'd out a Bark, 
And lodg'd her with her Children in the Ark EF 
Now, Expedition is the Soul and Life 
Of Buſineſs ; if you love your Self, or Wife, 
Run, fly for in this Caſe it is a Crime 
To loiter, or to loſe an Inch of Time. 

For 
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For All iso u, your ſelf, and me, provide | 

Three Kneading-Troughs, to ſail upon the Tide: 

But take moſt ſpecial Care that they be large, 

In which a Man may ſwim as in a Barge. 

Let them be victuall'd well, and ſee you lay 

Sufficient Stores againſt a rainy Day ; 

Enough to ſerve you twenty Hours, and more, 

For then the Flood will *ſwage, and not before. 

But one Thing let me whiſper in your Ear, 

Let not thy ſturdy Servant Rosin hear, 

Nor bonny GILLIAN know what I relate; 

I muſt not utter the Decrees of Fate. 

Aſk me not Reaſons why I cannot ſave 

Your truſty ſerving Maid, and honeſt Knave : 

Suffice it thee, unleſs thy Wits be mad, 

To have as great a Grace as Noan had. 

Do you make Haſte, and mind the grand Affair; 

To ſave your Wife ſhall be my proper care. 

But when theſe Kneading Tubs are ready made, 

Which may ſecure us when the Floods invade ; 

See that you hang them in the Roof full high, 

That none our providential Plot deſcry ; 

And when thou haſt convey'd ſufficient Store 

Of Meat, and Drink, as I have ſaid before, 
And put a ſharpen'd Ax in ev'ry Boat, 

To cut the cord, and ſet us all afloat : 

Then thro” the Gable of the Houſe, which "BY 

Above the Stable, and the Garden ſpies, 

Break out a Hole, ſo very large and wide, 

Thro' which our Tubs may ſail upon the Tide. 


- 
Then * 
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Then wilt thou ſo much Mirth and Pleaſure take - 

In ſwimming, as the white Duck and the Drake. 

Then will I cry, Ho! Ar1s0N, and Jonx, 

Be merry, for the Flood will paſs anon. 

Then wilt thou anſwer, Maſter NicuoLar, 

Good-morrow, for I ſee it is broad Day. 

Then ſhall we reign as Emperors for Life, 

O'er all the World, like Noan and his Wife. 

But one Thing I almoſt forgot to tell, 

Which now comes in my Head, (and mark me well} 

That on that very Night we go Abroad 

All muſt be huſh'd, and whiſper not a Word : 

But all the Time employ our holy Mind 

In earneſt Pray' rs, for thus has Heav'n enjoys d. 


Vou and your Wife muſt take a ſep'rate Place, 
Nor is there any Sin in ſuch a Caſe. EY. 
To-morrow Night, when Men are faſt aſleep, 

We to our Kneading-Tubs will flyly creep; 
There will we fit, each in his Ship apart, 
And wait the Deluge with a patient Heart. 

So now; I have no longer Time to ſpare 
In Sermoning, uſe expeditious Care: 

| Your Apprehenſion needs no more Advice; 
One fingle Word's ſufficient for the Wiſe : © | 
And none, dear Landlord, can your Wit inform; 
Go, ſave our Lives from this impending Storm. 
Away hies Joan, with melancholy Look, 
And figh'd and groan'd at every Step he took. 
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To AL1sox he does his Fate deplore, 
And tells a Secret which ſhe Enew before: 
But yet ſnie trembled, like an Aſpen Leaf, 
And ſeem'd to periſh with diſſembled Gr, 3 
Crying, Alas ! what ſhall I do ?——Be gone 
Help us eſcape, or we are all undone : 
I am thy true and very wedded Wife, 
Go, dear, dear Spouſe, and help to ſave my Life. 


M bat ſtrong Impreſſions does Aﬀetion give! i, 

By Fancy Men hae often ceas'd to live. _ | 
Howe'er abſurd Things in themſelves u ppear, / 
Weak Minds are apt to credit what they Fear. 


This ſilly Cee} is almoſt Mood, 
And thinks of nothing elſe but Noan's Flood ; 
Believes he ſees it, and begins to quake, 
And all for ALIsox his Honey's Sake. 
_ He's over-run with Sorrow, and with Fear, 8 
And ſends forth many a Groan, and many a Tear, 
A Kneading trough, a Tub, and * Kemeling. : 
| : He gets by Stealth, and ſends em to his Inn. 
He makes three Ladders, whence he climbs aloof, 
And privately he hangs them in the Roof. 
But firſt he victuall'd them, both. Trough and Tub, 
With Bread and Cheeſe, and Bottles full of mighty Bub; 
Even: o'Conſcience to relieve their faſt, 
And ae tors a . 8 e 
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But e' er this Preparation had been made, 
He ſent to Londen both his Man and Maid, 
On certain Matters which concern'd his Trade. 


And now came on the fatal Monday Night, 
Barr'd are the Doors, out goes the Candle- light; 
And when-all Things in Readineſs were ſet, 
"Theſe three their Ladders take, and up they get: 
Now Pater noſter, clum, ſaid ALtsOn, | 
And clum, quoth NIcHOL AS, and clum, quoth Joux. 
This Carpenter his Ori/ons did ſay, 

For Men in Fear are very apt to pray. 
Silent he waited, when the Skies would pour 
This unaccountable and diſmal Show'r. 


And now, at + Cwfexv Time, dead Sleep began 
To fall upon this eaſy ſimple Man; 915 
Who, after ſo much Care and Buſineſs paſt, 

And ſpent with ſad concern, was quickly faſt. 

Soft down the Ladder ſtole this lovely Pair, 

Good NIichOLASs, and ALISON the Fair: 

Then, without ſpeaking, to the Bed they creep 

Of Joann, poor Cuckold! who was faſt aſleep. | 
: There 


* 4 Note of Silence. | 2 | 

T Curfew, WILLIAM the Conqueror, in the fir/# 
Year F his Reign, commanded, that in every Town and 
Vil age, a Bell ſhould be rung every Night at eight of the 
Clock; and that all People ſhould then ut out their Fire and 
Candle, and go to Bed. The ringing of this Beil was called 
Curfew, that is, Cover Fire. | 5 TR 


* 


90 ae PoE Ms. 


There all the Night they revel, ſport, and toy, 

And act the merry Scene of am'rous Joy; 
Till that the Bell of Zauds began to ring, 

And the fat Fryars in the Chancel ſing. 


The Pariſh Clerk, this am'rous AxsA Lon, 
Who over Head and Ears in Love is gone, 
At Oſney happen'd, with a jovial Crew, 
To ſpend the Monday as they us'd to do; 
There pulls a certain Fryar by the Sleeve, | 
With Pardon begg'd, and, Father, by your Leave, 
When ſaw you Joan the Carpenter, he cries ; 
Laſt Saturday the Cloifterer replies, 
Since when I have not ſeen him with theſe Eyes: 
1 Perhaps abroad he's playing faſt and looſe, | 
| Or fetching Timber for the Abbot's Uſe, 
- And lodges at the Graunge a Day or two ; 
Or elſe at home I know no more than you. 


This made Naz's boiling Blood with Pleaſure ſtart, 
The News rejoic'd the Cockles of his Heart. 
3 Now is my Time, thinks he, the Moon i 18 n 
Nor care I, if I travel all the Night; 


For at his Door, ſince Day began to ſpring, 
1 ve ſeen, like him, no kind of Man or Thing. 


It is reſolv'd to AL 1s0N I'll go, 
When the firſt Morning Cock begins to crow ; 
And to her Window privately repair; | 
Then knock, and tell her my tormenting Care: 


| i I'll | 
. he * A - » , 
* 
— 


And briſk as Bridegroom on a Wedding Day. 


I'll open all my Breaſt, and eaſe my Heart, 

For *tis too much to bear Love's ſtinging Smart. 

Some little Comfort ſure I ſhall not mils, 

At leaſt ſhe'll grant the Favour of a Kiſs. | 
My Mouth has itch'd all Day, from whence it ſeems 
That I ſhall kiſs ; beſides my pleaſant Dreams 
Of Feaſts and Banquets, whence a Man may gueſs 
That I may haply meet with ſome Succeſs : 


But for an Hour or two before I go, 
| x * firſt refreſh me with a Nap or ſo. 


Now the firſt Cock had wak'd from his 1 
The jolly ABsaLon, and up he roſe. 
But firſt he dreſſes finical and gay, | 
And looks like any Beau at Church or Play, 


Nicely he combs the Ringlets of his Hair, | 
And, waſh'd with Roſewater, looks freſh and fair: 
Then with his Finger he her Window twang'd, 
Whiſper'd a gentle Tone, and thus harangu'd 


Sweet AlisoN, my Honey-comb my Dear, 
My Bird, my Cinamon, your Lower hear. 
Awake, and ſpeak one Word before I part ; 
But one kind Word, the Balſam to my Heart. 
Little you think, ala: ] the mighty Woe, 
Which for the love of thee ] undergo. 

For thee I favelter, and for thee I ſaveat, 
And mourn as Lambkins for the Mother's Teat. 
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Nor. falſe ny Grief, nor does the Turtle Dowe 
Lament more truly, or more truly love. 
IT cannot eat nor drink, and all / for thee= 1 N 
Get from my Window, you Fack Foal, faid the; "WM 
I love another of a different Hue 
From ſuch a filly Dunder-head as you. 
If you ſtand talking at that fooliſh Rate, 
My Chamber: pot ſhall be about your Pate. 
Be gone, you empty Sot, and let me ſleep ; ; 
At this poor ABsA LON began to weep, 
And his hard Fate with Sighs and Groans teal. 
Mast ever faithful Love thus ſerv'd before ? 
. Since, then, my Sweet, what I defire's in vain, 

1 . Let me but one ſmall Boon, a K. iſs obtain. 
And will you chen be gone, nor loiter here, 
= Quoth Al iso? 4y certainly, my Dear? 
Make ready then — Now, Nichols, ys Kull 5 

"Tis ſuch-a Jeſt that you ſhall * your fill. 


— mY” wo 3 
— hubs. anne, ——— ñ 0é— — he of ISAS Fe A was BRI 9 — 
Wo ' . 
4 R 


Raviſh'd with 3 Nas fell upon his Knees, 6 
The happieſt Man alive in all Degrees; 
In ſilent Raptures he began to cry, 

No Lord in Europe is % bleft as 1. 

1 may expe more Favours; for a Kiſs 

I an Aſſurance of a 2 farther Bliſs. | 5 
The Window now unclaſp'd, with ſlender Voice, | 
Cries AL1soNn, be quick, and make no Noiſe; |, | 
I would not for the World our Neighbours hear, YE 
For they're made up of Jealouſy and Fear. 
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Then ſilken Handkerchief from Pocket came, 
To wipe his Mouth full clean, to kiſs the Dame. 
Dark was the Night, as any Coal or Pitch, 
When at the Window ſhe: clap'd out her Breech. 
The Pariſh-Clerk ne'er doubted what to do, 
But aſk'd no Queſtions, and in haſte fell too. 
On her blin'd Side full ſavourly he preſt 
Aloving Kiſs, e'er he ſmelt out the Jeſt, © 
| Aback he ſtarts, for he knew well enough ©: 375i od 7 
That Women's Lips are ſmooth, but theſe were mah : 
What have I done, quoth he? and rav'd and ftar'd, 
Ah me ! Te liſt'd a Woman with a Beard. | 
He curs'd the Hour, and rail'd againſt the Stars, 
That he was born to kiſs my Lady's Arſe. - _. 
* Tehea ſhe cry'd, and clap'd the Window cloſe, - 
While Apsa1on with Grief: and Anger goes | | 
To meditate Revenge ; and to requite 
The foul Affront, he would not ſleep that Night. 
And now with Duſt, with Sand, with Straw, with Chips, 
He ſcrubs and rubs the Kiſſes from his Lips, 
Oft would he ſay, Alas! O baſeft Evil! 
Than meet with this Diſgrace ſo damn'd uncivil,  _ 5 
1 rather had vent head. lang to the Devil. 
To hiſs a Woman's Breech ! Oh, it can't be born ! 
But my S oul 1 be reweng a by Morn. 
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Hot Lowe, the Proverb ſays, grows tha cool, 
And AzsaLon's no more an am rous Foot: 
| - For 


1 2 * 4 Note of Laughter. 
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For fince x Purpoſe was ſo foully croſt, 
He gains his Quiet, tho' his Love i is loſt: 

And, cur'd of bis Diſtemper, can defy 

All whining Coxcombs, with a fcornful Rye: 
But for meer Anger, as he paſs'd the Street, 
le wept, as does a School Boy, when he's beat. 
In a ſoft doleful Pace, at laſt, he came 


 * To an old Vulcas, Jarvis, was his Name; 
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; Who late and early at the Forge turmoil'd, 
In hammeting/Iron Bars and Plough- ſhares toil'd. 
_ Hither repair d, by one or two a-Clock, _ 
Poor Ans a Ton, and gave an eaſy Knock. 

Who's there, that bnocks fo late, Sir Jarvis cries ? 
'»Tis I, the penfive Ans ALo replies, | 
Open the Door. Bar, ABSALON, - 9000 

The Pariſh-Clerk! Ah! Benedicite 

M here haſt thou been? Some pretty Girl, I wet, 

Has led you out jo late upon the Trot. pi 
Some merry Meeting on the Wenching Score; 
Don know Mr n mare. 


2 This AnsaLoON another Diſtaff 4 

And had more Tow to ſpin than Jas vas knew : 
| He minded not a Bean of all he ſaid, 

For other Things employ'd his careful Head. 
At laſt he Silence breaks, dear Friend, he cries, 
Lend's that hot Pur, auhich in the Chimney lies: * 
. 1-have occafien for" t, no Pueſtions aſs, © 
75 * it back again ſhall be my 7 2. 
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With all my Heart, quoth 8 were it gold, 

Or ſplendid Nobles in a Purſe untold: - 

With all my Heart, as Im an honeſt Smith, 

I'll lend it thee; but what wilt do therewith ? bo” 

For that, quoth ABsaLoN, nor Care, nor Sorrow. 5 
.' I'll give a good Account of it To-morrow. 

Then up the Cutler in his Hand he caught, 

Tripp'd out with filent Pace and wicked Thought, 

Red-hot it was, as any burning Coal, 

With which to Jon x the Carpenter's he ſtole. _ 

There firſt he cough'd, and, as his uſual Wont, 
| Up to the Window came, and tapp'd upon't, | 
| Who's there, quoth ArL1sox ? Some Midnight Rook, . 

Some Thief, I warrant, with a hanging Look, 

Ah! God forbid, quoth this diſſembling Elf, 

Tis AnsALen, my Life, my better Self! 

A rich Gold Ring I've to my Darling brought, 

By a known Graver exquiſitely wrought : 

Beſide a Poſie moſt divinely writ he — 

By a fam'd Poet and notorious Wit. 

My Mother gave it me, ('tis wond' rous fine) 

She clapp'd it on my Finger, I on thine, , 

If thou wilt deign the Favour of a Kiſs —— 

Now N1cnoL as by chance roſe up topifs: 
Thinking to better and improve the Jeſt, | 

He ſhould ſalute his Breech before the reſt. 

With eager Haſte and ſecret Joy he went, 

And his Poſteriors out at Window ſent, © 
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Here ABsaLon, the Wag, with ſubtile Tone, 
Whiſpers my Love! my Soul! my AL Iso! 
Speak, my ſweet Bird, I know not where thou art— 
At this the Scholar let a rouzing Fart; 

80 loud the Noiſe, as frightful was the ſtroke 
As Thunder, when it ſplits the ſturdy Oak. | 
Tube Clerk was ready, and with hearty Guſt, 

' "The red-hot Iron in his Buttocks thruſt. 

Strait of the Skin, like ſhrivel'd Parchment flew, 
His Breech as raw as St. BA RTHOLOM EW. 
The Cutler had ſo fing'd his Hinder-part, 
He thought he ſhould have dy'd for very Smart: 

In a mad Fit about the Room he ran, 


Help, Water, Water, for a Ding. Man. 


The Carpenter, as one beſide his Wits, 

Starts at the dreadful Sound, and up he gets. 

The Name of Water rouz'd him from his Sleep; 
He rubb'd his Eye-lids, and began to peep. 
; Alas ! ! thought he, now comes the fatal Hour, - 
And from the Clouds does Noan's Deluge pour, 
Up then he fits, and without more ado, 

He takes his Ax, and ſmites the Cord in two. 
38 Down goes the Bread, and Ale, and . and 0 all 
Et And Joan himſelf had a confounded Fall; 
- 9 Dropt from the Roof upon the Floor, aſtound. 25 


| . He lies as dead, and ſwims upon the Ground. 


Then Nichor As, to play the Counterfeit, 
Es With Alison, cries murder in the Street. 


In came the Neighbours pouring, like the Tide, 
To know the Reaſon why was Murder cry'd.. 

There they beheld poor Joan, a gaſping Man * 

Shut were his Eyes, his Face was pale and wan: 

Batter'd his Sides, and broken was his Arm; 

But ſtand it out he muſt, to his own Harm. 

For when he aim'd to ſpeak in his Defence, 

They bore him down, and baffled all his Senſe; 

They told the People that the Man was' Wood, 

And dream'd of nothing elſe but Noan's Flood, 

His heated Fancy of this Deluge rung, _ | 
That to the Roof three Kneading-Troughs he hung, 
With which in danger he deſign'd to ſwim, 1 
And we, forſooth, muſt carry on the Whim z C 
He begg'd and . and ſo We amour d him. 


At hearing tie the ſneering Neighbows n gave 
An univerſal Shout and hideous Laugh. . 

Now on the Roof, and now on Jouw they gape, | 
And all his Earneſt turn into a Jape. s 
He ſwore againſt the Scholar and his Wife, 

And never look'd ſo fooliſh in his Life. 

Whate'er he ſpeaks, the People never mind ; 

His Oaths are nothing, and his Words are Wind. 
Thus all couſent to ſcoff each ſerious Word, 

And Joan remain'd a Cuckold on Record. 


Thus Doors of Braſs, and Bars of Steel are vain, 
And watchful Jralanly, and carking Pain, 
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N antient Times, as Story ten. . oh. l A 8 | 
The Saints would ofttn Jeave their Cel, 3 
And ſtrole about, but hide their S, 828 „ 
To try good People's e „„ 
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It happen'd on a Winter Nigur, 3 bjo Beg an 
As Authors of the Mer © e 44 2269 BD $169. Y ics 
Two Brother Hermits, Sainrs by Hints N 
W their Tour in Maſquerade, 
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Diſguis'd in tatter d Habits went 


To a ſmall Village down in Kent; 


Where, In the Strollers canting Strain, - 


Tryid ev'ry Tone might Pity win. 
Pars not a Soul ne bee” em in. 


Der ER Saints in woful Seats, - 


Treated at this ar Rate, 
| Having through al 


this Village paſt, 


To a ſmall Cottage came at laſt, 


Where dwelt a good old honeſt Yeoman, 


Call'd in the Neighbourhood, PII EMO. 


Who kindly did the Saints invite 
Tn his poor Hut to paſs that Night; 


And then the hoſpitable Sire 


Bid Goody Bavcis mend the Fire ; 


While he from out the Chimney took 


A Flitch of Bacon off the Hook, 


And freely from the fatteſt Side 


Cut out large Slices to be fry'd: f 


Then ſtept aſide to fetch em Drink, 
Fill'd a large Jug up to the Brink, 

And ſaw it fairly twice go round 
vet (what is wonderful) they found 


Twas ſtill repleniſh'd to the Top, 


As if they ne er had touch'd a bew | 


The good old Couple was amaz'd, 


And often on each other Ed 


They begg'd from Door to Door in van, = 7 N 


v4.2 
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For both were frighted to the Heart, 5 e 
And juſt began to cry What art! 


Then ſoftly turn'd aſide to vier 


Whether the lights were burning blue. 


The gentle Pilgrims ſoon aware on'r, * 
Told 'em their Calling and their Errant : 


Good Folks, you need not be afraid, 
We are but Saints, the Hermits ſaid : | 
No Hurt ſhall come to you or yours; 


But, for that Pack of churliſh Boors, 


Not fit to live on Chriftian Ground, by 
They and their Houſes ſhall be drown'd ; 

Whilſt you ſhall ſee your Cottageriſe, 

And grow a Church before tz Hes. 


They 1 had Loli ; when, fair and ſoft, 
The Roof Ro to mount aloft ; | 
Aloft roſe ev'ry Beam and rafter, 

The heavy Wall climb'd flowly afrer. 5 


The Chimney widen'd, and grew higher, 
Became a Steeple with a Spire. 
The Kettle to the Top was hoiſt, 
And there ſtood faſten'd to a Joiſt; 
But with the Upſide down, to _ 


Its Inclination for Below 


In vain, for a ſuperior Force, 


Apply'd at Bottom, ſtops in Courſe, A 
Doom'd ever in Suſpenſe to dwell ; ee "TOR 


"Tis now no Kettle, but a Bell, 


f A % 
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A wooden Jack, which had almoſt. 
Loſt, by Diſuſe, the Art . "IV 
A ſudden Alteration feels, 125 
Increas'd by new inteſtine Wheels ks 2 
And, what exalts the Wonder more, 
The Number made the Motion flow'r : 
The Flyer, though't had leaden Feet, 


Tarn'd round ſo quick, yon ſearce coy'd ſeetz = 


But flacken'd by ſome ſecret Por. 
Now hardly moves an Inch an Hour. 

The Jack and Chimney near ally'd, 

Had never left each other's Side: | 

The Chimney to a Steeple grawn, 

| The Jack would ngt be left along x - 

But up againſt the Steeple rear d, 

| Became a Clock, and ſtill adher d: 

And ſtill its Love to Hquſhold Cares. 

By aſhrill Voice, at Noon declares, _ 

1 Warning the Cook-maig not to burn 

That Roaſt-meat which i it cannot turn. 


The 2 orokning Cha 1 bee 
Like a huge Snail, along the Wall; 
There ſtuck aloft, in publick View, 
And, with {ſmall Change, a Pulpit grew. 


The Porringers, that in a Row Mt . 
Hung high and made a glim'ring Sa- w. 
To a leſs noble Subſt nee chang'd, 
Were now but leathern Ryckets ang t. 


The 


The Ballads paſted on the Wall, 
Of Joan of France, and Enghfp Moll, 
Fair Roſamond, and Robin Hood, 
The little Children in the Wood; 
Now ſeem'd to look Abundance better, 


Improv'd in Picture, Size, and Letter; 


And, high in Order plac'd, deſcribe 
The Heraldry of ev'ry Tones | 


A Bedftead of che * Mode, 
Compact of Timber many a Load, 
Such as our Anceſtors did uſe, 

Was metamorphos'd into Pews; 

Which ſtill their antient Nature keep. 
By lodging Folks diſpos d to Sleep. 


The Cottage, by ſuch Feats as theſe, 
Grown to a Church by juſt Degrees, 
The Hermits then defir'd their Hoſt, 

To aſk for what he fancy'd moſt, 
PHILEMON, having paus'd 4 while, 


Return'd 'em Thanks in homely Stile: 
Toen ſaid ; my Houſe is grown ſo fine, 


Methinks I ſtill would call it mine: 
I'm old, and fein would live at Eaſe, | 
Make me the Parſon, if you pleats. | 


He ſpoke, and preſeatly he feels 
His Grazier's Coat fa 1 down his Heels ; 
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a hardly can believe, 
About each-Arm a Pudding Sleeve: 
His Waiſtcoat to a Caſſock grew, 
And both aſſum'd a Sable Hue; 
But being old, continu'd juſt 
As thread-bare, and as full of Duſt: 
His Talk was now of Tythes and Dues, 
Could ſmoak his Pipe, and read the News; 
Knew how to preach old Sermons next, 
Vampt in the Preface and the Text ; 
At Chriſt'nings well could act his Part, 
And had the Service all by He art; 
Wiſh'd Women might have Children faſt, 
And thought whoſe Sow had farrow'd laſts 
Againſt Diſſenters would repine, 
And ſtood up firm for - Right Divine; 
| Found his Head fill'd with many a Syſtem, 
But Claſfic Authors he nel er miſs'd em. 


Thus having furbiſh'd up @ Parſon, 
Dame Bavcis next they play'd their Farce on : 


- © Inſtead of home-ſpun Coifs, were ſeen 


Good Pinnets edg'd with Colberteen ; 

Her Petticoat transform'd apace, ä 
Became black Sattin, flounc'd with Lace. 
Plain Goody would no longer down, 
Twas Madam, in her Grogram Gown. 
PRIL EMO was in great Surprize, 


And hardly could believe his Eyes, 


* 


n. % 


Amar d 
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Amaz'd to ſee her look-ſoprim;  —_ 10% EEE 
And ſhe admir'd as much at him. 


Thus happy, in their Dana of Life: '4 
Were ſeveral Years this Man and Wife; 
When on a Day, which prov'd their laſt, 
Diſcourſing on old Stories paſt, 


They went, by chance, amidſt their Talk, 


To the Church-yard, to take a Walk; 

When BAucis haſtily cry'd out, 

My Dear, I ſee your Forehead ſprout: 

Sprout, quoth the Man, What's this you tell us ?? 
I hope you don't believe me Jealous ;. 

But yet, methinks, Ifeel it. true; 3 

And truly yours is budding too? 

Nay, now I cannot ſtir my Foot; 

It feels as if Twere taking Noon. : 


Deſcription would but tire my M of 1 
In ſhort, they both were turn'd to Ebi, 
Old Goodman Dozson of the Green, 
Remembers he the Trees has ſeen : | 
He'll talk of them from Noon 'till Night, 
And goes with Folks to ſee the Sight. 

On Sundays, after Ev'ning Pray'r, 

He gathers all the Pariſh-there ;. 

Points out the Place of either Eau, 
Here Bavcis, there PnIL REMO grew: 


. : | H 55 : Is Till! 8 


At which, tis hard to be belie- d, 


How much the other Tres was griev'd, 
Grew ſcrubby, dy'd a-top, was fliunted x 
So the next Parſon tubb'd and burns 
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4 Till onee a Parſon of qur ToC nm, ö; 
To mend his Barn, cut Baues down: | 
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By the Duke of eee 1694. 
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Hung in the Ballanee of z doubtful . 
When one bright Nymph the gath'ring Clouds asel, 
And all the Griefs of Albion heal de. 
Her the united Land obe dc... 
No more to Jealouſy inclin dl, Tone! 
Nor fearing Pow'r with fo much Virtue join'd.... - 
She knew her Taſk, and nicely underſtood | 
To what Intention Kings are made; 
Not for their own, but for the People's Good, 
Twas that prevailing Argument alone 
Determin'd her to fill the vacant Throne 
And yet with Sadneſs ſhe beheld. 
A Crownderolyi ing on her Head, 
„ | 
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- Robb'd of the Hope and Comfori of their Age! 
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By the Exceſſes of a Prince miſled, ' 
When by her Royal Birth compe ud, 


To what her God, and what her Country claim's; 


Tho' by a ſervile FaQian blam'd, | 5 
Ho- * N ſhed ! . 


5 


when waiting only for a Wind, 
Againſt our Iſle the Pow'r of France was arm'd ; 
Her ruling Arts in their true-Luſtre ſhin'd, „ 
The Winds themſelves were by her Influence charm d; | 
'Twas her Authority and Care fupply'd-- 


The Safety, which our Want of Troops deny'd. 


Secure and undiſturb'd the Scene 


Of Allien ſeem'd, and, like her Eyes, ſerene. 
Vain was th' Invader's Force, Revenge, and Pride, 
Mar1a reign'd, and Heav'n was on our Side. 


The Scepter by her ſelf unſought,. 
Gave double Proofs of her Heroick Mind ; 
With Skill ſhe fway'd it, and with Eaſe reſign d. 


So the Dictator, from Retirement brought, 41 
Repell'd the Danger that did Rome alarm, 


And n ee this Farm. 
»ẽ Ten 


Fatal to the Fair and Young, 
Accurs'd Diſeaſe ! how long 
Have wretched Mothers mourn'd thy Rage, 


From 
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From the unhappy Lover's Side, bs 31 

How often haſt thou torn the blooming Bride! 
Now, like a Tyrant, riſing by Degrees | 
To worſe Extreams, and blacker Villanies, _ 
PraQtis'd in Ruin for ſome Ages paſtt, 
Thou haſt brought forth a general one at la. 

Common Diſaſters Sorrow raiſe; 

But Heav'n's ſeverer Frowns amaze 

The Queen! a Word, a Sound, 
Of Nations once the Hope and firm Support, 
Wealth of the Needy, Guard of the Oppref,, | 
The Joy of all, the Wiſeſt and the Beſt : 

A Name which Eccho did rebound 
With loud Applauſe from neighb'ring Shores, 
Their Admiration, the Delight of ours, 

Becomes unutterable now. | 

The Crouds in that dejected Court, 

Where languiſhing MARIA, lay, 11 268 
Want Pow'r to aſk the News they want to know: 

Silent their drooping Heads they bow, 

Silence itfelf proclaims th' approaching Woe ; 

Ev'n Maria's lateſt Care, | 
Whom Winter's Seafons, nor contending Jon 
N or watchful Fleets eould from his glorious Purpoſe move, 

(Deaths ſedate, 
Intfepid i in the Storms of War, and in the Midſt of flying 
Now trembles, now he ſinks beneath the mighty Weight. 
The Hero to the Man gives Way, 
VUnhappy Iſle, for half an Age a Prey 
To fierce Diſſention, or deſpotick Sway ; 


3 Redeem'd | 
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Redeem'd from Anarchy, to be undone 
By the miſtaken Meaſures of the. Those Es 
Thy Monarchs meditatin 3 N . 
| Or boldly throwing off the Maſk,.. 
| Fond of the Power, unequal to the T "IM 
Thy ſelf without: nenalaing Rane - ; 
Of antient Virtue fo. deprav d, . 
As ev'n to 6 wi Fra) T3 
I 239 S 145 — "iy 
What more ip dt Ai could raiſe- thas | © np 
Protect Thee from thy ſelf, thy greateſt Fae? 
Something Celeſtial fure, a Heroine 
Of matchleſs Form, and a Majeſtic Mien; 
Awfal, reſpected, fear'd, but more belov' d; 
More than her Laws hen great Example mov'd. 
The Bounds that in her Godlike Mind 
Were to her Paſſions ſets. ſeverely ſhin d, 
But that of doing Good was unconfin d:. 
Sa juſt, that abſolute Command. 
Deſtructive in another Hand. 
In hers had chang'd its Nature, had been uſeful made 5 
Oh had ſhe longer ſtaid, 
Leſs ſwiftly: to her Native Heav'n retir d 1 
For her the Harps of Albion had been kung, : 
The tuneful Nine could never have _ 
10 2 more lofty. and immonak ns 
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The Duxz of 
Devonſhire's ALLUSION 


'To the ARCBBISHOP of 


CAMBRAY'S TELEMACHUS. 


Written in the Lear 1707. 


NAMBRAY, you ſet, when heav'nly Love you write, 


The nobleſt Image in the cleareſt Light! 
A Love, by no Self-Intereſt debas'd, | 
But on th Almighty's high perfection plac'd 1 
A Love, in which true Piety conſiſts, | 


That foars to Heav'n without the Help of Priefts ! 
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Let partial Rome the great Attempt oppoſe, 
Support the Cheat from whence her Income flows. 
| Her Cenſures may condemn, but not tute, 
If beſt your elevated Notions ſuit #4 
With what to Reaſon ſeems th” Almighty" £ 6.5 2 
They have, at leaſt, an Air of being true. 
And what can animated Clay produce, 
Beyond a Gueſs, in Matters ſo abſtruſe? 
But when, deſcending from th' imperial Height, 
You ſtoop of Sublunary Things to write, 
MINEA ſeems the Moral to diſpenſe : 
How great the Subject, how ſublime the Senſe ! 
Not the Honian Bard with ſuch a Flame 
E'er fung of Ruling Arts; your lofty Theme, 
In your TELEMACHUS, his Hero's Son, 
We ſee the great Original outdone. 
There is in Virtue ſure a hidden Charm, 
To force Eſteem, and Envy to difarm : 
Elſe in a flatt'ring Court you ne'er had been defign'd 
T” inſtruct the future Troublers of Mankind. 
Happy your native Soil, at leaſt by Nature ſo; 
In none her Treaſures more profuſely flow.; 
The Hills adorn'd with Vines, with Flow'rs the Plaio,.. 
Without the Sun's too near Approach, ſerene : — 
But Heav'n in vain does on the Vineyards ſmile, 
The Monarch's Glory mocks the Lab'rer's Toil.. 
What tho' elab'rate Braſs with Nature ſtrive, 9 5 
And proud Equeſtrian Figures ſeem alive; 
With various Terrors on their Baſis wrought, . 


With yielding Citadels, ſurpriz d or bought? | x 
And 


oft truſting Abſolute to lawleſs Man: 


Feior who would be a flave that can reſiſt 1 
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And here the Ruins of a taken Town, 

There a bombarded Steeple tumbling down: 

Such Prodigies of Art, or coſtly Pains, 

Serve but to gild th' unthinking Rabble's Chains. 

O deſpicable State of all that groan 

Under a blind Dependency on One 

How far inferior to the Herds that range, 

With native Freedom, o'er the Woods and Plains . 
Wich them no Fallacies of Schools prevail, 

Nor of a right Divine, the nauſeous Tale, 

Can give to one among themſelves the Pow'r, 

Without Controul, his Fellows to devour. 

To reaſoning human Kind alone, belong | 

The Arts to huft themſelves by reas'ning wrong. 

Howe er the fooliſh Notion firſt began, 
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Howe'er a Tyrant may by Force ſubfift : 


Thoſe ſet the Caſuiſt ſafeſt on the Throne, 
Who makes the People's Intereſt their wn; 
And chuſing rather to be lov ' than fear'd, 

Are Kings of Men, not of a ſervile Herd, 

O Liberty ! too late deſir'd. hen loſt ; | 
Like Health, when wanted, thou art valu'd moſt ! | 
In Regions where no Property is known, ; 


Thro' which the Garone runs, and rapid Rhone, 
Where Peaſants toil for Harveſt not their own ; 
How gladly would they quit their native Soil, 
And change for Liberty their Wine and Oil! 
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As Wretches chain'd: and lab'ring at the Oar, 


In Sight of Zafy's delightful Shore, 
Reflect on their unhappy Fate the more: 


Thy Laws have ſtill their Force. Above the WI 


Of Gotbic Kingdoms, happy Albion, bleſt ! 

Long ſince their ancient Freedom they have loft, 

And ſervilely of their Subjection boaſt. 

Thy better Fate the vain Attempts reſiſts 

Of faithleſs Monarchs, and defigning . | 
nſhaken yet, the Government ſuhſiſts. 

While Streams of Blood — erfiow, 

| Redd'ning the Magie, the Danube, and the Po; 


Thy Thames, auſpicious Ifle } her Thunder fends, 


To cruſh-thy Foes, and to relieve her Friends. 


Say, Muſe, fince no Surprize, or foreign Stroke, 


Can hurt her, guarded by her Walls of Oak, 

Since wholeſome Laws her Liberty transfer. 

To future Ages, what can Albion fear? 
Can ſhe the dear-bought Treaſure throw ag: 2 

Have Uni verſities ſo great a Sway? | 

The Muſe is filent, cautious to reflect 

On Manſions where the Muſes . Seat. 

Barren of Thought, and niggardly of Rhyme, 

My creeping Number ſhe forbids to climb: 

Vent'ring too far, my weary Genius fails, 

And o'er-my drooping Senſes Sleep prevails. 

An antique Pile, near Thames's filver Stream, 

Was the firſt Object of my airy Dream; 

In antient Times a conſecrated Fane, 

But ſince apply'd to Uſes more prophane ; 


Fill'd 


4 
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| The Fury, to be more abhorr'd and fear'd 


And, ſlighting Coronation-Oaths, diſdain'd 
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Fill'd with a popular debating Throng, 0 3 
Oft in the Right, and oftner in the Wrong . 
Of good and bad the variable Teſt. 7 
Where the Religion that was voted beſt g c 
Is ſtill inclin'd to perſecute'the reſt. 
On the high Fabrick ſtood a Monſter fell, 
Of hideous Form, ſecond to none in Hell. 


Her Teeth and Jaws with Clods of Gore beſmear 'd; - 
Her particolour'd Robe obſeenely ſtain'd | 
With pious Murthers, Freemen rack'd and chains d, 

With the implacable and brutiſh Rage | 

Of fierce Dragoons, fparing no Sex nor Age 
With all the horrid Inſtruments of Death, 
Of tort'ring Innocents Cimprove their Faith, : 
Clouding the Roof with their infectious Breath. 

Thus ſhe began: © Are then my Labours vain, 
That to the Pow'rs of Fraxce have added ol * 
Vain my Attempts ta make that Empire great; 
And ſhall a Woman my Deſigns defeat, 

« Baffle th' infernal Projects I've begun, 

And break the Meaſures of my fay'rite Son? 

« Tho' far unlike the Heroes of her Race, | 
That made their Humours of their Laws take Place; 


“ Their high Prerogative ſhould be reſtrain'd. 
- *© Tho' her own Iſle is bleſt with Liberty, 
„Has ſhe a Right to ſet all Europe free? 

«© Under this Roof, with Management, I may 
The Progreſs of ber Arms at leaſt delay; 


< From 
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From a contagious Vapour I will blow, 

„ Within thefe Walls Breaches ſhall wider grow : : 
** Here let imaginary Fears prevail, | 
And give a Colour to affected Zeal. 
From trivial Bills let warm Debate ariſe, 
„ Foment Sedition, and retard Supplies. 
« If once my treach'rous Arts, and watchful Care, 
Break the Confed'racy, and end the War, 
*« Ador'd, in Hell I may in Triumph fit, 
* And oe to one Potentate ſubmit.” 


Wakiog at ſo deteſtable a Sound, 
Which would all Order, and all Peace confound, 
Icry'd, Infernal Hag! be ever dumb; | 
Thee, with her Arms, let ANNA overcome. 
Here ANNA reigns, a Queen by Heav'n beſtow'd, 
1 right the Injur'd, and ſubdue the Proud. 
As Rome of old gave Liberty to Greece, | 
AM ch' invaded ſinking Empire frees, 
Th' Allies her Faith, her Pow'r the French proclaim, 
Her Piety th' Oppreſs'd, the World her Fame. 
At 4NN#'s Name, dejected, pale, and ſcar'd, 
The execrable Phantom diſappear'd. 
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Alluding to the 14th obr of the 
IVth Book of Horace. 
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Quæ 1 Patrum, queve — &c. 
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With a 1 to 4 e in the 
Un1versITY of CAMBRIDGE. 
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Female Reign, with. a juſter Sublimity 


118 mon dende . 


Sink, 


HI 8 comes to cangratulate you vn the 
agreeable News of ſome late extraor- 
dinary Succeſſes, which have bleſs'd the Arms 
of her Majeſty and ber Allies. I leave you 


count of thoſe Attions which have ſurpriz'd 
the World; and, we hope, given the laſt Stroke 
to the langu ;ſbing Power of the Common Enemy 
of Europe. They will furniſh noble Topics for 
the Wits of an Univerſity, like yours, who can 
embelliſb (if that can be done) the Glories of a 
0 

Verſe, than wwhat you will Find in the . 
Performance, which was written ſeveral Months 


ago, an not © un over "with a bay Negl- 


#0 the . 7 Papers for a particular Ac- 


gence. The Ode, from whente' I take ny 
Hint, is accounted by ſome Critics not infericr 


% the fame Do, ** 


4 ; 


—— 
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And was written in Compliment to, Auguitus, 


on eee 20 gat 7 2 „ 
berius, a5 thts, 


wohichT have aim*d to imitate, 
Twas written on the Praiſe of Claudius Nero. 
I. med wat: infirm len of your Reading and 


Letter 0 * * on'd vorh. 2 be Poet, as he 


mes 


 Miſcellanzous POEMS. 119 
1 FE in almoſt all his Odes, bas . a. peru- 
lar Artfulneſs and Elegante, and tum all the 
Panegyric on the Emperor - (tho Was Mot in 
S the Ackion) with, Te Concilium, & tuos 
præbente Divos. F you aff wherein I bave 
trod in the Steps of Horace, you will find it 
in the Beginning. I have only kept him in 
| View, and uſed him only where he was fer- 
viceable do my Deen. He took the fame Li- 
berty with Alcæus, #s appears from" ſome Frag- 
ments of ow. Greek Lyrick, quotes by Athe- 


næus. Digreſſions 0 Tranſitions 1 
have ak Ca are to play always in Sight, and 
make every one of them contribute to my main 
Den. ie wuas the Way of Pindar; to read 
| whom, 117 1 Rapin, will give 4 trier 
Idea of 7 Ode, than all the Rules aud Re- 
fections of the beft Critics. I will not pretend 
to have div'd into him over Head and Ears; 
but I have endeavour'd to have made my ſelf 
not the greateſt Stranger to his Manner of 
Writing ; which generally conſiſts in the Dig- 
_ nity of the Sentiments, and an elegant Variety, 
which makes the Reader riſe up with greater 
rt. attion than he ſate down: And that 
affetts the Mind in Compoſitions of any 

_ will never be diſagrecable to a Gentleman 
of Ingenuity and Judgment. ] have avoided 
Turns, as thinking that they debaſe the Lofti- 
neſs of the Ode. You will eafily percerve whe- 
ther 1 have reach'd that acer Spiritus & Vis, 


recom- 
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recommended by Horace, as the Genius of Poe. 


mt. | Whether you will call the following Lines 


10 Pindarick Ode, or irregular Stanzas ; 


; gives me no Diſturbance ; for however the ſeem- 


ing Wildneſs of this Sort of Verſe ought 10 


be refirain'd, the Strophe, Antiſtrophe, Ge. 
ill never bear in Engliſh; and it would 


ſhew a ſtrange Depravity in our Taſte, if it 

ſhould, as may be witneſſed by the fervile 
Imitation of the Dattyles and Spondees uſed 
by Sir PaiLie SiDNEy, But to make an End 


e this tedious Epiſtle : You will fee through 
the Whole, that her MAJESTY is the Chif 


Heroine of the Ode; and the Moral at the End, 
ſhews the ſolid Glories of a Reign, which is not 


| Founded on @ reſend ae! or nn Mag- 
Y IN: TON. 


7 3 Yours, Sc, 5 
S. COBB. 
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THE 


FEMALE REIGN; 


AN 


I. 


HAT can the Britiſh Senate give, 
To make the Name of ANNA live: 


By future People to be ſung, 


The Labour of each grateful Tongue. 

Can faithful Regiſters, or Rhyme, 

In charming Eloquence, or ſprightly Wit, 
The Wonders of her Reign tranſmit 

To th' unborn Children of ſucceeding Time 2 
Can Painter's Oil, or Statuary's Art, 


Eternity to her impart ? 


No! Titled Statues are but empty Things, 


Inſcribꝰ'd to Royal Vanity, 


| The Sacrifice of F lattery 
To lawleſs Neros, or Bourbonian Kings. 
Vor. II. 


G 
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True Virtue to her kindred Stars aſpires, 


Does all our Pomp of Stone and Verſe ſurpaſs, 8 
And mingling with Ethereal a 
No uſeleſs Ornament requires, 


From Speaking Colours, or from Breathing Braſs. 


8 
Greateft of Princes ! where the wand'ring Sun 
Does o'er Earth's habitable Regions roll, 
From th' Eaftern Barriers to the Weſtern Goal, 
And ſees thy Race of Glory run 
With Swiftneſs equal to his own. 
Thee on the Banks of Flandrian Scaldis ſings 
The jocund Swain, releas'd from Gallic Fear: 
The Exgliſb Voice unus'd to hear, | 
* hee the repeating Banks, Thee ev'ry Valley rings. 
The Gaul, untaught to bear the Flames 
Of thoſe who drink the Mz/ or Thames, 
From the .Britannick Valour flies, 
No longer able to withſtand 
The Thunderbolt launch'd by a Female Hand, 
Or Light ting darted from Her 15 es. 


| | III. 
What treble Ruin pious ANNA brings 
On falie E/:fors, perjur'd Kings, 

Let the zavice fugitive Bavarian tel! ; 
Who, from his airy Hope of better State, 
By Luft of Sway, 7rregu/arly Great, 
1 like an Afaſta-e A. gel fell: 
il i 1 
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Who by Imperial Favour rais' d, 
I'th' higheſt Rank of Glory blaz'd: 
And had 'till now unrival'd ſhone 
More than a King, contented with his own. 
| But Lucifer's bold Steps he trod, 


Who durſt aſſault the Throne of G O D3 


And for contented Realms of bliſsful Light, 
Gain'd the /ad Privilege to be 
The Firſt in /olid Miſery, 
Monarch of Hell, and Wes, and endleſs Night, 
Corruption of the Beſt is Worſt, 
And foul Ambition, like an evil Wind, 
Blights the fair Bloſſoms of a noble Mind; 
And if a Seraph fall, He's doubly curſt. 


IV. 


Had Grfle, and Pride, and Euvy grown 
In the black Groves of Sx alone, 


Nor ever had on Earth the ba!e/ul Crop been ſown ; 


The Swain, | without Ama ge, had till'd 
The Flandrian Glebe, a guiltleſs Field: 
Nor had he wonder'd, when he found - 
The Bones of Heroes in the Ground. 
No Crimſon Streams had lately ſwelbd 
The Dyle, the Danube, and the Selie 4. 
But Ewvils are of neceſſary Growth, 
Too rouze the Brave, and baniſh Stoth. 
And ſome are born to win the Stars, 
By Sweat, and Blood, and worthy Scars. 
| 02 | 
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Heroic Virtue is by Action ſeen, 
And Vices ferve to make it keen? 
And as Gigantick Tyrants riſe, | 
N ASS A U'sand ANN 4's leave the Skies, 
The Zarth-bern Nu onſters to chaſtiſe; 
: While Cerberus and Hydra grow 
For an ALcipes, ora M ARLBORO UG a. 


| V. 


If, Heav'nly Mu/e, you burn with a Defire 
._ To praife the Man whom all admire; 
Come from thy learn d Caftalian Springs, 
And ſtretch aloft thy Pegaſean Wings: 
Strike the loud Pindaric Strings, 
Like the Lark, who ſoars and ſings; 
And as you fail the liquid Skies, 
Caſt on * Menapian Fields your weeping Eyes: 
For weep they ſurely muſt, | 
Jo ſee the bloody annual Sacrifice; 
To think how the z:g/c#ed Duft, 
Which, with Contempt, -is-baſely trod, 
Was once the Limbs of Captains, brave and juſt, 
The Mortal Patt of ſome great DE MI GOD; 
Who ſor thrice fifty Vears of ſtubborn War, 
With flaught' ring Arms, the Gun and Sword, 
Have dug the mighty Sepulchre, 
And fell as Martyrs on Record, 
Of Tyranny reveng'd, and Liberty reſtor'd. 


* The MexAaPii avere #he ancient Inhabitants of | 
Flanders, VI. See, 


Sy 
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| VI. | 
See, where at Audenard, with Heaps of Slain, 
The Heroic Man, inſpir dly brave, | 
Mowing acroſs, beſtrews the Plain, 
And with new Tenants crowds the auealthy Grave. 
His Mind unſhaken at the frightful Scene, 

His Looks as chearfully ſerene, 
The routed Battle to purſue; 

At once adorn'd the Paphian 8 
When to her Thracian Paramour ſhe fle w. 

The gath'ring Troops he kens from far, 
And with a Bridegroom's Paſſion and Delight, 
Courting the War, and g/owing for the Fight, 
The new Salmoneus meets the Celtic Thunderer. 

Ah, curſed Pride ! Infernal Dream ! 

Which drove him to this wild Extream, 

That Daft a Deity ſhould ſeem ; 


Be thought, as thro' the wond'ring Streets he rode; 


The immortal Man, or mortal God: 
With rattling Braſs, and trampling Horſe, 
Should counterfeit th? zz:mizab/e Force 
Of Divine Thunder: Horrid Crime! 
But Vengeance is the Child of Time, 
And will too ſurely be repay'd 
On his profane devoted Head, 
Who durſt affront the Pow'rs above, 
And their eternal Flames diſgrace, . 
Too fatal, brandiſh'd by the Righrful Jove, 
Or PaLLas, who ſupplies his Place. 
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5 | So. OE | Leg 

The Britiſh Pallas! who, as * Homtr's did 
For the lov'd Diomeps, 
Her Hero's Mind with Wiſdom fills, 


And Hæav'ny Courage in his Heart inſtils. 


Hence thro” the thickeſt Squadrons does he Rae, 
With ANN 4's Angels by his Side. 
Wich what uncommon Speed 
He ſpurs his foaming, fiery Steed 
And puſhes on thro' midmoſt Fires, 


Where France's Fortune with her Sons retires. 


Now here, now there, the /wweepy Ruin flies; 
As when the Pleiades ariſe, | 
The Southern Wind 3 the Skies, 


8 1 in his Fifth ILLIAD, Becauſe his Hero is 10 
ao Vengers beyord the Peer of Man, frem:/es, in tie 
B-gimang, tha: PaLLas had AE 7 him for that 
and 5 — 


+ Indomitas prope gualis undas 
Ha ercet Auſter, Pleiadum Chero 
Scindente Nubes, impiger Heſtium 
Fexare Turmas, & frementem 
Mittere Equum medios per Ignes, 
ic tauriformis volwitur Aufi dus, 
Qui Regna Dauni præfluit Appuli, 
a Go Cove, horrendam quo cultis 
Diluviem meditat ur Agris. 


Then, 


* 
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Then, mutt'ring o'er the Deep, buffets th* unruly Brine, 
Till Clouds and Water ſeem to join. 
Or as a Dyke cut by malicious Hands, f 
O'erflows the fertile Netherlands ; 
Thro' the wide Yawn, the impetuous Sea, 
Laviſh of his new Liberty, | <7 
Beſtrides the Vale, and with tumultuous Noiſe, 
Bellows along the delug'd Plain, 
Deſtructive to the rip'ning Grain, 
Far as th' Horizon he deſt:oys, | 
The weeping Shepherd from an Hill a the 
aba ” Re gn. 


VIII. 


80 rapid flows th' n riſen'd Stream ! 
So ſtrong the Force of MINDELHET * 
In vain the Woods of Audenard 
Would ſhield the Gaal, a fenceleſs Guard. 
As ſoon may Whirl-winds be with-held, 
As his Paſſage o'er tne Scheld. 
In vain the Torrent would oppoſe, 
In vain arm'd Banks, and num'rous Foes, 
Who with inglorious Haſte retire, 
Fly faſter than the River flows, 
And ſwifter than our Fire. : 
Fend:ſme from far upbraids their nimble Shame, 
And pleads his Royal Maſter's Fame. 


e By 
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By Conve's mighty Ghoſt, he cries, 
By Tuzznns, LuxEmBURG, and all. 
| Thoſe noble Souls, who fell a Sacrifice, 
At Lens, at Fleurus, and at Landen Fight, 
Stop, I conjure you, your ignominious Flight: 
But Fear is deaf to Hemovr's Call. 
Each frowning Threat and ſoothing Pray'r. © 
> Isloft in the regardleſs. Air. 
As well he may | 
The Billows of the Ocean ſtay, 
While CavacuilL, like a driving Wind; 
Or high Spring-Tide, purſues behind, 


And with les Speed urges their forward * 


IX. 


Nor leſs, EuGznivs, thy important Care, 
Thou ſecond Thunder-bolt of War |. 
Partner in Danger and in Fame; | 
With MazLBoRoOUGH's, the Winds ſhall bear 
To ditant Colonies, thy conqu'ring Name. 
Nor ſhall my Muſe forget to fing 
From Harmony what Bleſſings ſpring: 
To tell how death did enviouſly repine, 
When in a Ball's deſtroying ſhape ſhe paſt, - 
And mark'd thy threatn'd Brow at laſt :. 


Near this Place the Prince of Conor gave 
19 85 a very great Qverthrow, 1648. 


ble 


But 
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But durſt not touch that Sacred Brain, 

Where the Concerns of Europe reign: 

For ſtrait ſhe bow'd her ghaſtly Head ; 

She ſaw the Mark of Heav'n, and fled... 

As cruel Bx znwvs once inſulting Gaul, 

When he, at Allia's fatal Flood, 

Had fill'd the Plains with Roman Blood, 

With conſcious Awe forſook the Capitol, 
Where Jovz, Revenger of Profaneneſs, ſtood. . 


WD 
But where the Goc and Brave command 5 
What Capitol, what Caſtle can withſtand? 
Virtue, as well as Gold, can paſs 
Thro' Walls of Stone, and Tow'rs of Braſs. 5 
LIS L Z, like a Miſtreſs, had been courted long, 
And always yielded to the Bold and Voung; 
Tube faireſt Progeny of Vauban's Art, 
Till Savor's warlike Prince withſtood 
Fler frowning Thunders, and thro' Seas of Blood 
Tore the bright. Darling from th' old Tyrant's Heart, 
Such“ Buda ſaw him, when proud + APT1 fell, 
Unhapty, V. aliant Tafidel! 25 


E bore a- el Share in the Glory of at 
Day on which Buda was. talen. 


＋ He was Baſſau of the City, and loft his I Lift on fl e. 
Breach. 
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Who, vanquiſh'd by ſuperior Strength, 
BVaurrender'd up his haughty Breath, | 
Upon the Breach meaſuring his manly Lengtb, 
And ſhunn'd the Box Hring by a nobler Death: 


| XI. 
Such e Ha ksch A M's Field beheld him in his Bloom, 


- When Victory beſpoke him for her own, 


Her Favourite, Immortal Son,. 
And told of better Years revolving on the Loom: 
How he ſhould make the-Turki/b Creſcent wane, 

And choak 5 Tib;/cus with the Slain; - 
While Vixiers lay beneath the-lofty Pile 


Of ſlaughter d Baſſaws, who o'er Baſſaw: roll'd, 


And all his num'rous Acts ſhe told, 
From Latian Carpi down to Flandrian LIS L E. 


* This wvas the fatal Battle to the Turks in the Year 
1687. Prince Euc ENR, with the Regiments of his 


Brigade, was the firſt that enter d the Trenches ; and 


Jer that Reaſon bad the Honour to be the firſt Meſſenger 
of this happy News to the Emperor. : | | 


$ This Battle was fought on the 10th of October, 


1697. were Prince EUGENE commanded in Chief ; in 


a ich there never tapfen'd ſo great and fo terrible a 
Deſtructien to the Ottoman Army, which fell upon 1he 
p- incipal Commandens more than the common Soldiers; 
for no leſs than fifteen Baſſaws, (five of which had been 
Viziers of the Bench) were killed, befides the ſupreme 


Vizier. | a 
Where 


„ \ 1 * 4 
So 
„ 
1 
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Where ev'ry Day new Conqueſts ſhould produce, | 
Labour for Envy and a Muſe: _ 
Where, with her rattling Trumpet s Sound, 
Fame ſhould ſhake the Hills around; 
Should tell how VE BB, nigh woody Vynendale, 
Argu'd each inch of that imporrant Ground. 
So much in Virtue's Scale 
True Valour Numbers can out-do, 
And Thouſands are but Cyphers to a Few. 
RE: 
Honour, with open Arms, receives at laſt- 
The Heroes, who thro' Virtue's Temple paſt ; 
And ſhow'rs down Lawrels from Above, 
On thoſe whom Heav'n and ANNA love. 
And ſome, not ſparingly, ſhe throws 
For the young Eagles, who could try 
The Faith and Judgment of the Sky, 
And dare the Sun with ſteady Eye, 
For Hanover's and Pruſſia Brows, 
Eugenes in Bloom, and future Marlboroughs, 
To Hanover, Brunſwiga's ſecond Grace, 
Deſcendant from a long /mperial Race, 1 
The Muſe directs an unaffeded Fligbt. 
And Propheſies, from ſo ſerene a Morn, 
To what clear Glories he is born, 
When blazing with a full Meridian Light, | 
He ſhall the Briz/ Hemiſphere adorn : a 


66 And 
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When Mars ſhall lay his'batter'd Target down, 
And he (ſince Death will never ſpare. 
The Good, the Pious, and the Fair) 
In his ripe Harvef of Renown, 

| Shall after his Great Father fit, 
(If Heav'n ſo long a Life permit) 
And having ſwell'd the flowing Tide 
Of Fame, which he in Arms ſhall get, 
The Purchaſe of an hone/t Sabeat, 


' Shall ſafe in ſtormy Seas Britannia's Veſſel guide. 


I 
Britannia 's Veſſel, which in ANNA's Reign, 
And prudent. Pilotry, enjoys | 


The. Tempeſt-which the World deſtroys, _ * 


And rides triumphant oer the ſubject Main, 
O may ſhe ſoon a quiet Harbour gain! 
And ſure the promiſed Hour is come, 
When in ſoft Notes the peaceful Lyre 
Shall ill the. Trumpet and the Drum, 
Shall play what Gods and Men deſire, . 
And ſtrike Bellona's Muſick dumb. 


When War, by Parents curs'd, ſhall quit the F ield;. 


Unbuckle his bright Helmet, and to reſt. 

His weary'd Limbs, fit on his ide Shield, 
With Scars of Honour plow'd upon his Breaſt. 
But if the Gallic Pharach's ſtubborn Heart 
Giows freſh for Puriſhment, . and hardens ſtill, 
Prepar d for th' irrecoveratle 11), | 


And farce th' a Skies to act the laſt ungr ate“ 


* * 


| Thy. Forces, ANNA, like a Flood, ſhall whelm 
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(If Heav'n does Scepter'd Innocence maintain) 
His famiſh'd deſolated Realm 
And all the Sons of Pharamond in vain. 
(Who with diſhoneſt, Envy fee - 
The ſweet forbidden Fruits of diftant Liberty) 
Shall curſe their rigid Salic . and wiſh a Funai 
Reigv. 
. 
A FEMALE REIGN like thine, 
O ANNA, Britiſh Heroine ! 
To the afflicted Empires fly for Aid, 
Where'er Tyrannic Standards are. diſplay'd, 
From the wrong'd Iber to the threatn'd Rhine. 
Thee, where the Golden ſanded Tagus flows. 
| Beneath fair * Uh/ippo's — 
The frighted Laſmanian calls: 
Thee, they who drink the Sein, with thoſe. 
Who plow M#erean Fields, implore, 
To give the lab ring World Repoſe, - 
And univer/al. Peace reſtore. 


Thee, Gallia, mournful to ſurvive the Fate 


Of her fall'n Grandeur, and departed State, 

Buy fad Experience taught to own, 
That Virtue is a ſafer Way to riſe, 

A ſhorter Paſſage to the Skies, 

Than Pelion upon Of thrown : 


*:The 0d Name of Liſkon, [cid to be buile by Ur xssESs. 


For 
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For they, who by deny d Attempts preſume 
To reach the Starry Thrones become 
Sure Food for Thunder, and condemn'd to how l 
In + tna, or in + Arima to roll, 
By an inevitable Doom, 
Gain but an higher Fall, a Mountain for their Ton. 


ws * be Tavo Mountains avlere ) UPITER lodged the GIANTS, 
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Royal Highneſs Prince GEOR G E 1 
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HEN weeping Majeſty thro Clouds appears, 
And all Britannia's Hope diſſol ves in Tears, 

'Tis univerſal Grief; and all would ſhow | 

Their Zeal to leſſen ſuch important Woe. 

While others various Arts of Comfort uſe, 

Accept of mine, Great Princeſs, nor refuſe 

The conſolations of th' officious Muſe, 

Who ſighs for you, and labours in his Turn, 

To heal that Sorrow, while your Kingdoms mourn, 


With Cauſe indeed you grieve, with mighty Cauſe 
Lament harſh Deſtiny's reſiſtleſs Laws, 
When the dear Partner of our Joys and Cares 
No more ſurvives, no more our Counfel ſhares : 
No longer lives # adorn your Court, and bleſs 
Your Warlike Reign with all the Sweets of Peace. 
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All was harmonious no Diſpute between 
Th' ambiguous Rights of Conſort and of QUEEN, . 


To heighten Fortune's Smiles, allay her Frowne, 
And eaſe the long Fatigues that wait on Crowns, 


When mutual Tenderneſs unqueſtion'd ſway d, 
And both, or neither, govern'd or obey' d. 
How did the pions Royal Pair improve 

The brighteſt Patterns of Connubial Love! 
Which ſtill in all ſhall Admiration raiſe; 

O! would they imitate, as well as praiſe, 


In Life's Decay, to Sickneſs bored to . 
He ſought, tis true, no Lawrels in the Field: 
How could he then thoſe tedious Toils ſuſtain, 
With lab'ring Lungs that heav'd for Breath with Pain? 
How range the thick'ning Squadron, into Form, 

Or teach th' uncertain Battle when to ſtorm ? 


* 


As when his Strength, not yet in its Decline, 


Stood firm, and gave the Hero Leave to ſhine. 
When oft renown'd in Northern Wars, he led 8 
His hardy Danes, and charging at their Head, ö 


With ſwift Deſtruction cruſh'd the valiant Saved: 


Reſcu'd the ſinking Brother from the Foe, 
And ſav'd a King and Kingdom at a Blow. 


Or when be march'd with VTLLIAMs Arms to join, 
And ſhar'd with him the Glory of the Boyne. 
Nor, when retir'd, did all his Labours ceaſe ; 
Silent, but not inglorious, was his Eaſe. 


8 Your: 
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| Your Realms with delegated Rule he aw'd, . ' 
Gentle at Home, as rough and brave Abroad. | 
Thus always led by Fame's or Virtue's Charms, 
An Hero ſtill, in Piety, or Arms. 


Tho' all theſe Honours to himſelf are due, 
One more conſpicuous he derives from you; 
Conſort to ſuch a QUEEN ! That deathleſs Name 
Shall add the brighteſt. Luſtre to his Fame ;. 
Immortalize his Glory, and out-ſhine 

All Regal Titles, but the Right Divine. 


A Prince ſo excellent you needs muſt grieve: 
To loſe, but Heav'n rejoices. to receive: 
Ceaſe then your Sighs 3. while languiſhing you ſit, 
Britannia's Genius weeping at your Feet, 3 
The Buſineſs of the World ſuſpended ſtands, 
Nor circulates without your dread Commands. 


So if that Part which. all the Body guides, | 
Where the Nerves meet, and where the Soul reſides, 
The leaſt Diſorder feels, the whole Machine 
| Ts pale without, and all untun'd within: 

The vital Springs their active Force forget, 

And all the lazy Pulſes faintly beat. : 


W to Grief you thas reſign'd your Breaſt, 
Profuſe and laviſh of your Royal Reſt; 


When negligent of all your Pomp and State, 
Cloſe by the gaſping Prince * penſive ſate ; 


Qutwatchis 
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Oautwatch'd the Stars with wat'ry ſleepleſs Eyes, 
With Vows inceſſant importun'd the Skies; 
And vainly ſtruggling with relentleſs Death, 


Hung on his trembling Lips, and catch'd his ue 
Ereath, | | 


As Loch as could 5 Deſtiny be ad, 

Your unexampled Piety obtain'd : 

Long doubtful did his lifted Hand forbear 

The threat'ned Stroke, which hov'ring hung in Air, 
. Your Pray'rs with Heav'n maintain'd a dubious Strife, 
His Soul long fluttering on the Verge of Life, 

And by a gradual Death at laſt ſet free, 

To ſoften Fate, and ſmooth it's harſh Decree. 


Nor weep, as if your Glory tao were dead, 
And all your Joys with your lov'd Conſort fled, 
No more he holds yaur Pow'r in either Hand, 
One to controul the Sea, and one the Land: 

Yet ſov'reign o'er theſe I les you ſtill remain, 
And in our willing Hearts triumphant reign ; 
Yet ftill your Fleets the liquid Empire keep, 

And ride Majeſtick o'er the boundleſs Deep. 
Abroad your conqu'ring Troops lament your Loſs 
In dreadful Grief, pernicious to your Foes. 

Soon as the News was to the Camp convey'd, 

On Liſtes retarding Citadel employ'd, 

Murm'ring they paus'd, and Tidings to enquire, 
With Arms reclin'd, and ſtopt their Storms of Fire; 


E But 
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| But ſoon diſcharg'd their Fury on the Gaulle. 
And pour'd freſh Ruin on their ſhatter'd Walls. 
Maz1B'RoucH and EUGEN ſtill your nnn wield, 
In ſpite of Winter, and maintain the Field; 
Always victorious, they the Foe engage, 

Like Winter Tempeſts, with redoubled Rage; 4 
Teaching his ſcatter'd Troops no more to dare 
To land the ſweeping Whirlwind of their War, 
Fir'd with new Courage, farther we advance | 
On hoſtile Ground, and cloſely preſs on France. 

_ Britannia's QUE EN, and all Britannia's Pow' re- 
Level their Bolts at Gallia's haughty Tow'rs, 

More terrible i in Grief: So Lightnings fly, 


Redd' ning the horrid Gloom, when C ouds obſcure the 
Sky. 


Let all your Conqueſts for his Death atone, 
Forget Fate's Triumphs, and improve your Own. 
Chicfly to you the Godlike Prince 1s loſt; 

But think, oh! think, you Þrieve at Eurof e's coſt, 
And leaſt ſhould mourn him, tho* you loſe him moſt. 


And you, who near your weeping. Sov'reign wait, 
And ſhare the melancholy Pomp of State, 
Uſe all your Female Tenderneſs, and find 
The gentleſt Arts to recompoſe her Mind: 
Nor with unſkilful pious Haſte increaſe 
The ſwelling Paſſion which you ſtrive to eaſe ; 
But ſooth the Pain awhile, and bring Relief, | 
With all the ſofteſt Elegance of Grief, | » 
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In ſad complaining Sounds her Sighs return, 
And own, your Q E * N has ond nau Cauſe to 
mourn. as 
But then intreat her to mand our Fears, 
And count the vaſt Expence of Reyal Tearr. 


May Heay'n, and ſhe, if Heav'n our Crimes can ſpare, 
Make that ineſtimable Life their Care, ö 
That we implore, with anxious Fears oppreſs'd, 
Sollicitous for that, and thoughtleſs of the reſt. 


O N. 
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On the Death of Queen ANNE; and 
the a. a: Won 
N 


. 


From 'the Latin f Bp. SMALRIDOE. 


H EN her Britannia wept ELIZ a's Doom, 
And mourn'd N equal Tears Maria's 
Tomb, 
As each deferv'd, each equal Muſes FN 
Nor to their Heav'n without a Poet flew ; 
But now, what bolder Wing her Fame ſhall try 7 
Who follow ANNA thro? the boundleſs Sky? 
Who ſhall deſcribe, in an exalted Strain, 
The Wars and Triumphs of a Female Reign? 
Who Nations in eternal Leagues rehearſe, 
And Peace well worthy an'eternal Verſe ? 


yon bios rt ee” n n 
3 5 N 1 — 
. I OF — 
4 er 


Thou, * Sacred Dome, whom Royal Founders 2 
Wonted of old to grace the Royal Name, 


And with a + hundred tuneful Tongues return 
Thy grateful Sorrow to each Prince's Urn, 
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O Que ! for everloy'd, -for ever prais'd ; - 


| While the Muſe ſtrikes the Zlegiac String: 
While Life was thine, how much to thee I owe, 


Thy Looks, thy Glories, and diviner Grace. 


With conſtant Glowings in thy Boſom roll; 


- 5 o 
* 
* 


142 — PoE Ns. 
Do thou with proper Notes the Vouth inſpire; 


Breathe Vin c1L's.' Trumpet, touch th en 105 
So may thy Walls to ancient: at rxiſe, _. "= 


* thy Athenian Turrets mate the Skies ! ! 


And thou, whoſe lib'ral Hand 1 my Fortunes raiv', 


Receive the Tribute which my Numbers bring, 


How plenteous did thy ſtream of Bleſſings flow ? 
O ! how I grieve, for all thy Bounty gave, 
To bring this mournful Off ring to thy Grave, 
No Time ſhall ever from my Mind deface 


But moſt thy ancient Truth, thy pious Soul, 


The dear Rememb'rance ever is impreſt, + 
What Love of true Religion warm'd thy Breaſt 1 
$ Pleas'd I revolve, as often as I brought 
The Suppliant's Prayer, and for the Wretched . 
How kind you heard, how plenteous pour'd your Store, 
And tho' I aſk'd for much, you granted more. 
'Thus at your Sight Afflictions grew more mild, 
And Fortune loſt her Anger as you ſmil'd. 


O had but envious Death made ſome Delay, 
And not ſo haſty ſnatch d the Royal Pre: 


$ He was Lord Aimomer to Her Majeſyp. 


ot 
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Then, (may her Promiſes to me. be ſhown) + 
Thy Muſes, Oxford, had her bleſſings known: - 
What Domes, O ſacred Mother, hadſt thou ſeen, 
The pious Gift of a religious Quzz x! | 

How had another Area rais'd its Head, 

And ſcornful o'er its ancient Ruins ſpread ! 
What Walls had roſe ! what lofty Turrets crown'd ! 
Theme for thy Sons in future Days to ſound. 

But now, when here the Trav'ller turns his Eyes, 
And ah! the great unfiniſh'd Labour ſpies ; 
A double Pity riſes from his View, * 
He mourns the publick Loſs, and — too. 


Who ſhall 8 falling State Caſtain ? 
Wo fix the Empire of the Land and Main? 
Who Anna's Greatneſs and her Virtues bear, 
And footh with equal Pity all our Care? 


O thou, to whom the Pious Queen reſign'd 
A Scepter equal to thy mighty Mind, 
O come, Auſpicious ? urge thy happy Way, 
And bleſs thy Subjects with a brighter Day. 
The Nobles Thee, the Fathers Thee require, 
The People Thee, their Guardian God, deſire. 
And haply, if the Care of Publick Weight - 
Shall call you from the Pomp and Noiſe of State; 
And here incline you in our calm Retreat, 
To taſte the Pleaſures of the Muſes Seat ; 


Then, a 


** 
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Then, Mighty Prince, you better here will ſee 

What Anna left to be perform'd by Thee. 

T̃ben better ſhall this Loyal Howe proclaim. 
What Reverence ſhe paid to Anna's Name, 

'- While'to her SUCCESSOR ſhe pays the ſame. 
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The DREAM. 


Occafioned by the Death of V ANN E. 


3 


By Aaron HII 225 

1 ciſing N icht had her black Flag unfurl'd, 
— And ſpread her ſooty Mantle o'er the World: 
The waning Moon ſhed, pale, a ſickly Light, 
And Stars ſcarce twinkled to th' enquiring Sight: : 
Half the loſt Earth, by Darkneſs over-run, 
. Wept, in cold Dews, the Abſence of the Sun: 
The Waves were huſh'd, the Winds forgot to roar, 
And ſtorms, detach'd in Breezes, cours'd the Shore: 
The mix'd Creation was involv'd in Sleep, | 
Fiſhes rolbd, ſlumb' ring, thro' the ſtagnate Deep; 
Beaſts, Birds, and Serpents, various Beds poſſeſt, 
Some in thick Woods, ſome in dark Caverns, reſt. 
Antipathies, in common Sleep, took Part; 
Care curs'd not Thought; and Woe forgot to ſmart: 
Immerg'd i in Reft, my drowſy Senſes lay, - 
And Death's proud Image practis'd on my Clay; 
But, while, diſdainful of the mean Controul, 
No dull Defires invade my wakeful Soul, 9 

Vor, II. f 3 | Active, 
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| Adive, the Inſplrer; ſkilful to purſue, | 


Thro' the Wild Tracks of 'mazy Mem'ry flew ; 
3 There, ſcatter'd Images to Union brought, 
And form'd this wond'rous Viſion to my Thought. 


I found myſelf, at Dead of deepeſt Night, 

Chear'd by no glim'ring Spark of Remnant Light, 
Lock'd in that ancient, venerable Pile, 

Which holds her ſacred Duſt, who lately bleſt our lle: 
Aſcending Damps the gloomy Concave ſought, 

And hung, impriſon'd, to th' impervious Vault. 

While my ſhod Feet trac'd ſwift the duſky Round, 

Hoarſe Echo's multiply'd the trampling Sound 

The ſweating Stones diſtill'd a noiſome Dec, 

And Earthy Scents my Death fed Noſtrils drew; 

Cold Froſts of Fear pierc'd keen thro'ev'ry Part; 

And ſhiv'ring Agues ſhook my. Ice- bound Heart; 

- A hollow Wind, from whillling Murmurs, bore 
Its gathering Din more high, and ſtrove to roar ! 
The tatter'd Trophies fan'd the priſon'd Air: 
And chill Amazement ſtiffen'd up my Hair! 


While fix'd I ftood, intent on Rumblings near, 
And diſtant Groans alarm'd my aking Ear! 
Sudden, the Temple * ſhone with ruſhing Light, 
And new-born Terrors overwhelm'd my Sight / 
Ghoſts, from the loos'ning Pavement, raiſe their Head, 
And yawning Graves diſcloſe their ſhrowded Dead | 
Shot up, in Streams, a Miſt of Spirits riſe, . 
As Morning Exhalations ſtreak the Skies. 
+ Weſtminſter- Abbey. 


Miſcellaneous Po x M Ss. 10 | 
Soul-freezing Horror tingled thro' my Blood, (5; 
And curdling Fear bound hard the vital Flood f 
Unbending Nerves their dying Vigour loſt, j 
And drooping Life ſcarce held her es 2 
Large Drops of Sweat from every Finger ſned, 
And all the Fries of * ſhaok with Dread. 


From the Eaſt End, ine mould'ring Monarchs lie, 
And Worms, luxuriant, feaſt on Royalty; 
Where each proud Tomb ſome Duſt of Princes boaſts, 
There marches out a Troop of Sovereign Ghoſts ! 
Each, in his ſhadowy Hand, a Scepter brings, 
Th' acknowledg'd Mark of Power in living Kings! 
A glitt'ring Diadem each Forehead wore; 
Their Robes traiPd looſe, and ſwept the honour'd Floor, 
With ſlow and ſtately Stride, the Monarchs tread, 
And ev'ry meaner Spirit bows its Head! 
In foremoſt Rank, as lateſt known to Fame, _ 
The grave-brow'd Ghoſt of awful Anna came! 
Calm and ſerene, the ſilent Walks they trace, 
And halt, regardful, at each ſolemn Place. 
Viſit each Tomb, and in myſterious State, 
Hail the dry” Remnant of the waſted Great. 


This Pomp of Death, "thus, wore half Night away, 
And came, at length, where Denmark's Body lay; 
There Ann a ſtaid, and looking careful round, 

With ſhadowy Scepter touch'd the conſcious Ground: 
Tis ſtrange, ſhe ſigh'd, that he, whom ITY 

Has never thank d me, ſince I came to Reſt! 

24 8 - The 
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| The willing Ghoſt-his marbly Fetters broke, 

And roſe up; ſlowly; at the pow'rful Stroke: Ty 
An Air of Sorrow bent his ſerious Hedda 
His Eyes ſome ſeeming Tears, reluctant, eds 1 8 bs, 
With folded Arms, and diſcontented Look, | | + 
n bow'd he, gently, and thus, faintly, ſpoke; ; 


Hail! n Shade reſt here, unforc'd to reign, 
Nor toil, to ſave a ſtubborn Land, in vain. 

How did juſt Pity ſweeten thy Controul! : 
How didſt thou ſtrain thy Virtue-propping Soul! 
Ho didſt thou wiſh th' unkniſh'd Courſe to run, 
And act, in Will, what Power has left undone; 
For this, ſince Death, Detraction wounds thy Fame: 

And inſolent Reproach corrodes thy Name. s 
Ungrateful People! — Unrepenting State ! - | 
| Haſt thou, O Queen! deer th* ungentle Fate? 


He ceas'd ;—Each liſt'ning Monarch ſhook bis Head! 
While ſhe, to whom he ſpoke, thus anſwering, ſaid, 
O Denmark ! wonder not at Itls like thoſe, | 

- AxG8Ls, if crown'd in Ex AND, wou'd have Foes. 
| Deſert, like mine, with living Glories paid, 

Can fear no Scandal, when become a Shade. 

If ought's left wanting to my People's Prayer, 
Mourn not th' unfiniſh'd Progreſs of my Care: 
When Princes ſome wiſh'd Good, in vain, purſue ; 
By them not done, /'tis left for Heaw'n to do! 

Let us, in Peace, enjoy our ſilent Bed, 


Truth are . when he ſerves * Shag.” 
| e 


8 TOES, EIN Ts 


The Weppine-Day. 


"I the Same. 15 


— 


IWA 8 one e May Morning, wha the Clouds un- 
© drawn, F | 

Expos'd, in naked Charms, the 8 Days: : 
When Night-fal'n Dews, by Days warm Courtſhip won, 
From reeking Roſes climb'd to kiſs the Sun; 
Nature, new bloſſom' d, ſhed her Odours round; 

The Dew-bent Primroſe kiſs'd the breeze-ſwept | 
1 | 
'The watchful. Cock had pts nee he Day, 
And glimm'ring Sunbeams faintly forc'd their Way: 
When join'd in Hand and Heart to Church we went, 
Mutual in Vows, and Priſoners by Conſent. 
AuREL1a's Heart beat high with mix'd Alarms; 
But trembling Beauty glow'd with double Charms. 
In her ſoft Breaſt a modeſt Struggle roſe, 
How ſhe ſhou'd ſeem to lite the Lot ſhe choſe: 
A ſmile, ſhe thought, wou'd dreſs her Looks too gay, 
A Frown might ſeem too ſad, and blaſt the Day. 
But while nor This, nor That, her Will cou'd bow. 
: She walk'd, and look'd, and charm'd, and knew not how 
: We: RS Our 
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I} Our Hands, at length, th' unchanging Fiat bound, 
And our glad Souls ſprung out to greet the Sound. 

il Joys, meeting Joys, -unite, and ſtronger beer * 

1 For Paſſion, purify'd, grows half Divine: 

| | AvrxxLitia, thou art mine, I cry 'd;—and he 

| | 5 ads d foft—Now, Dambn, Thon art Lord of me: 


But t thou, whiſper'd ſhe, ths Knot now AI; 

li Which only Death's keen Weapon can divide; 

| Wilt thou, ſtill mindful of thy Raptures paſt, | 
Permit the Summer of Love's Hope to tft 7, | 


** 


Shall not cold Wintry Froſts come on too ſoon? 
Ah), ſay! What means the World by Honey Myon ? 
If we ſo fort a Space our Bliſs enjoy, | 
What Toils does Love for one poor Month a+ 

Women thus us'd, like Bubbles, blown with Air, 
Owe to their outward Charms a Sun-giltGlare: ** 
Like tbem, we glitter to the diſtant Eye, c 
Bats graſp'd, like them, we do but "Pp and ne” „ 1 


Leſt more, ſaid I, RY ſho: y*d*ft prophane the Bliſs, - 

: Tu ſeal thy dang'rous Lips, with this cloſe Kiſs: 

| Not thus, the Heav'n of Marriage Hopes blaſpheme ! 

But learn, from me, to ſpeak on this lov'd Theme. 

There have been Wedlock Joys of ſwift Decay, 

Like Lightning, ſeen at once, and ſhot away: 

But Theirs were Hopes, which, all unfit to pair, 

Like wire and Powder, kiſs'd, and flaſh'd to Air! 5 
Thy Soul and mine, by mutual Courtſhip won, | 4 

hank * two * Flamee, and make but ce. 2 

2% 3 Union 


And thick-ſown Comforts leave no Room for Woe. 


3 
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Union of Hearts, not Handi, does Marriage make; ; 
'Tis Sympathy of Mind keeps Love awake: 
Our growing Days Increaſe of Joy ſhall know, 


= Thu, the ſoft ſwelling Vine, ſhalt fruitful laſt, 

: I, the ſtrong Elm, will prop thy Beauties faſt; 

= Thou ſhalt ſtrow Sweets, to ſoften Life's rough Way; PL 

Asad, wheñ hot Paſſions my Proud Wiſhes ſway, 

Thou, like ſome Breeze, ſhalt in my Boſom play. 

Thou, for Protection, ſhalt on me depend, 

And I, on hee, for a ſoft, faithful Friend. 

J, in Aurelia, ſhall for ever view, 

At once, my Care, my Fear, my Comfort, too ! 
Thou ſhalt Fir Partner in my Pleaſures be, p 
But all my Pains ſhall, Laſt, be known to thee. \ 


* 


AUREL1a heard, and v me wich a 1 
Which . at once, to cheriſn and revile : 
O God of Love! ſhe cry'd,—What Joys were inge! 
If all Life's Race were N Days, ülkepg mine 1 : 


1 


* 
& 
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Ahe d, . 


W HILE in the Ja,, my Czutk ſhone, 
. And drew th' adoring World to gaze, 
A wanton Gzat came buzzing on, 


To gambol in her Blaze. 


II. 


Enliven d * her lucid Beams, 

And urging Bliſs too nigh ; 
Th' attractive Bcauty's powerful Streams, 
O'erwhelm'd him in her Eye. 


85 | . 
The glowing Orb, ſwift catching Fire, 
Now Heat was mix'd with Light; 
The Wings, that durſt ſo high aſpire, 
She rubb'd to Duſt in Spite. 


IV. Mean 
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| Mean while, the clouded Sight ſhone dim, 
ler Sun thro' Miſts appears; 
Moiſt Anguiſh roſe above the Brim, 
And flow'd away in Tears. 


* V. 
O Gnat! too Happy! thus to die! 
My CrLIA weeps thy Fate 
She kills me, every Day, yet I 
No Pity can create. 


5 | VI. 
Myſterious Sex! by Cuſtom led, 
Mere Trifles moſt to prize! 3 
O Truth, to turn a Lover's Head ! e 
They Murder Men, and weep for Flies. 
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TWO ELDERS. 


4 


1 EY 


By Mr. 9 B B. 


9 * 4 * * 5 


H E N Fair " (kd ina dt Retreat 

Of ſhady Arbours, ſhunn'd the fultry Heat, 
Two wanton Letchers to her Garden came, 
And, ruſhing furious, ſeiz d the trembling Dame. 
What Female Strength could do, her Arms perform, 
Ard guarded well the Fort they ſtrove to ſtorm. 
The Story's ancient, and (if rightly told) 
Voung was the Lody, but the wipers Old. 


Had the Reverſs been true ! _ Authors ſung, 
How that the Dame was old; the Lovers young ! 
If ſhe had then the blooming Pair deny'd, 
With tempting Youth and Vigour on their Side, 
Lord! how the Story would have ſhock'd my _ / 


| For, chat had been a N indeed; 
. | The 


The PROSPECT: 


Mitten in the Chioſk at Pera, e 
Conſtantinople, Pes. 26, 1717. Lad 


* 


By Lady Max v Worrtey MonTaovs. 


IV E me, THR, God, ſaid L a liitle . 
In Summer ſhady, and in Winter warm: 
Where a clear Spring gives Birth unto a Brook ; 
By Nature gliding down a moſſy Rock; 
Not artfully in Leaden Pipes convey'd, 
Or greatly falling in a forc'd Caſcade, 
Pure, and unſully'd, winding thro' the Shade. + irc 
All bounteous Heav'n has added to my Pray'r, _, ' 
A ſofter Climate, and a purer Air; 
Our frozen lite * now chilling Winter binds, 
Deform'd by Rains, and rough with bluſtering Winds 3 
The wither'd Woods grown white with hoary Froſt, + 
By driving Storms their verdant Beauty loſt. _ 
The trembling Birds their leafleſs Coverts ſhun; . 
And ſeek in diſtant Climes a warmer Sun: 8 
The Water-Nymphs their ſilenc'd Urns deplore; 
Ev'n Thames benumm'd, a River now no more. 
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The barren Meadows give no more Delight og ber 2 


By glifning Snow made painful 1a the Sight. 
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Here Summer reigns with one eternal Smile; 
Succeeding Harveſts bleſs the happy Soil: 
Fair fertile Fields, to which indulgent Heav' n 
Has ev'ry Charm of ev'ry Seaſon „ 
No killing Cold deforms the beauteous Year; 
The ſpringing Flowers no coming Winter fear; 5 


The Infant-Buds with brighter Colours riſe; 
Each with freſh Sweets the Mother- Scent ſupplies : 


Near them the Violet glows, with Odours bleſt, 
And blooms, in more than Tyrian-Purple dreſt: 
The rich Jonquils their Golden Gleam diſplay, 
And ſhine in Glories emulating Day : 
Their chearful Groves, their living Leaves retain ; 


3 But, as the Parent-Roſe decays and dies, A 


Their Streams ſtill murmur, undefil'd by Rain, 
And growing Greens adorn the fruitful Plain: 
The warbling Birds uninterrupted ſing; 

Warm with Enjoyment of perpetual Spring; 
Here from my Window, I at once ſurvey 
The crowded City and reſounding Sea: 
In diſtant Views ſee 4/ian Mountains riſe, 
And loſe their ſnowy Summits in the Skies; 
Above theſe Mountains high O/ympus tow'rs, 
The Parliamental Seat of Heav'nly Powers. 
New to the Sight, my raviſh'd Eyes admire 
Each gilded Creſcent, and each antique Spire; 
The Marble Moſques, beneath whoſe ample Domes 
Fierce warlike Sultans ſleep in peaceful Tombs : 
Thoſe lofty Structures, once the Chriſtian Boaſt, 


\ Their Names, their Beauties, and their Honours loſt, 
| - +» Thoſe 


£4 
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Thoſe Altars bright, with Gold, with Sculpture grac'd, 

By barb'rous Zeal of Savage Foes defac'd : 2 

Sophia alone her ancient Sound retain, - 

Tho? unbelieving Vows her Shrine profane; 

Where holy Saints have dy'd in ſacred Cells, 

Where Monarch pray'd, the frantic Dervi/e dwells. 
How art thou fall'n, imperial City, low ? „ 

Where are thy Hopes of Roman Glory no-? | 

Where thy Palaces by Prelates rais'd? 

Where Prieſtly Pomp in purple Luſtre blaz d? 

Where Grecian Artiſts all the Skill diſplay'd ? 

Before the happy Sciences decay d: 

So vaſt, that youthful Knight might there reſide; 

. So ſplendid, might content a Patriarch's Pride: 

Convents, where Emperors profeſs'd of old, 

The labour'd Pillars that their Triumphs told: 

Vain Monuments of Men, that once were great, 

Sunk undiſtinguiſh'd in one common Fate: 

One little Spot the ſmall Receſs contains, 

Of Greek Nobility, the Poor remains ; | | 

Whoſe modern Helen, ſhew ſuch pow'rful Charms, 

As once engag'd, the warring World in Arms: 

Thoſe Names, which Royal Anceſtry can boaſt, 

In mean mechanick Arts obſcurely loſt. 

Theſe Eyes a ſecond Homer might inſpire; 

Fix'd at the Loom, deſtroy their uſeleſs Fire. 

Griev'd at a View which ſtrikes upon my Mind, 

The ſhort-liv'd Vanity of Human Kind, | 

In gaudy Objects I indulge my Sight, | 

And turn, where Eaſtern Pomp gives Day Delight. 
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See the vaſt Train in various Habits dreſt; 
- By the bright Scymiter, and ſable Veſt, . . 

The Vizier proud, diſtinguiſn'd from the reſt. 
Six Slaves, in gay Atcire, his Bridle hold 5 

His Bridle rich with Gems, his Stirrups Gold: 

His ſnowy Steed adorn'd with laviſh Pride, 
Whole Troops of Soldiers mounted by his Side : 

| +». Theſe toſs the plumy Creſt, Arabian Courſers guide: 

Wich awful Duty, all decline their Eyes; 

No bellowing Shouts of noiſy Crowds ariſe : 
Silence, inſolemn State, the March . 

Till at the dread Diwan, the flow Proceſſion ende. 
Vet not theſe Proſpects all profuſely gay; 

The gilded Navy that adorns the Se 

The riſing City, in Confufion fair, 
Magnificently form'd irregular, TT 8 
(Where Woods and Palaces at once 138 „ I 


Gardens on Gardens, Domes on Domes ariſe, 
And endleſs Beauties tire the wand'ring Eyes) 
So ſooth my wiſhes, or ſo charm my Mind, 

- As this Retreat, ſecure from Human Kind :. 
No Knave's ſacceſsful Craft does Spleen excite, 
No Coxcomb's taudry Splendor ſhocks wy: Sight: 
No Mob-Alarms awake my Female Fear: _ 3 
No Praiſe my Mind, no Envy hurts my Ears 
Ev'n Fame itſelf can hardly reach me here. 
Impertinence, with all her tattling Train, 
Fair ſounding Flattery's delicious Bane; 2 
Cenſorious Folly, noiſy Party- rage. 

The Thouſand Tongues with which She melt — | 
Who dares have Virtue in a vicious Age | 
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Horace, Book IV. Ode v. e 


| Addreſſed toc his Grace the Dale of Marlbo- | 1 
rough, .2ufiead of Auguſtus, to whom it is A 
. e in the a T 


—— . 3 i 0 
— — ae" 2 — "— 
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** 


Divis orte bonis, optime e 
| „ eren n * 


Born! when Heav'ns propitious PR a to ſmile, 
Thou beſt and braveſt Champion of our Iſle! ... 
Too long haſt thou been abſent from our e i 


Too long unhappy Britons mourn . fo: 

Thy flow Return Ct 

And Senates wait to do their conqu'ring Gew al Right. 
F 827 


eee — Prince, thoſe radiant Ji reli” 
That grac'd thy Country, when thou gracd'ſt its Shore, 
For like the Spring's, when thy bright Aſpect's re 
It on the People darts its Rays, | 
And introduces Sun-ſhine Days, on | 
And all the Land does ſmile, and all the Sky” 5 ferene. 
3 
As a fond Mother for her Son complains, 8 
| V the South-Wind on . Coaſts 3 
6 4 Beyond 


} 
, 8 2 Fl 
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Beyond his wonted and his promis'd Time, 

From his dear Home, and her more dear . 

And will not from the Shore avert her Face! 
But upwards ſends her Vows and Pray — 

- Expenſive of her briny Tears, & 

In Hopes to ſee him reach his native Clime. 

Thus urg'd by faithful Wiſhes and Deſires, 

"Britain from — her Marlborough en 

IV. 

gafe by thy Preſence Pg: plow hs f 8 

And Ce, es with Increaſe her Bleſſings ne ; 

As every Project to our Wiſh ſucceeds; - 

While by thy Influence at Land, the "0 
From Ga#ia's Naval Threats is free, 

And Virtue grows in Faſhion from thy virtuous Deeds. 

gene 

To thee, and to thy chaſte Example's Abe; 

No Peer frequents the long · neglected Stew, 

That Parents by their Childrens Looks are known, 
That Laws are put in For, 
And Puniſhments come on of Courſe, 

When obſtinate Offenders will —_——— difown. 


| VI. | | 
Who fears the French, or who the grumbling Scot? 
Or the dark Miſchiefs falſe Ba variant Plot 5 
Who values the Hungarian or the Swede ? 
If Mar/b'rough's free from Harms, 
The World againſt us is in vain in Arms, 
And in his Health alone Britain's from Danger | freed. 


VII. Be 


| While we to Royal Anna's join thy Name, 
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VII. 

Be * has ſafe, well ſpend ex Dat... 
And undifturb'd will Plants and Flowers raiſe ; 
Will lop the Sycamore, and prune the Vine, 
And to our own Freeholds will come, 


| Mindful of him that gifts us with a Home, [dine. 
And toaſt our fam'd Defender's Health, by which we 
| VIII. 


To thee our Wiſhes and our Cups go round, 
With many Vows, and many Bumpers crown'd, - 


With the ſame Rev'rence to thy Praiſe, 
As Greece in antient Days, 
Shew'd to their Caftor's or Alcidet deathleſs Fame, 


1 
0 * Prince! for ſo the Muſe requeſſs, ms 
Return, and lengthen our Thankſgiving F eaſts ; Tm 
Extend them to an endleſs Round of Years, | 2 
Or make one Holiday of Time, 
Till thou celeſtial Regions climb, 


And leave us all diſconſolate in Tears. | 1 

| Theſe are our Day-break Wiſhes, when 4 chirſt * 1 . 
wake, j | 

And theſe our Sun-ſet Vows, when we full De - 12 

take. 1 


Tibi Jumme Rheni Domitor, Parens Orbis, | 
Pugice Princeps, gratias agunt urbes, MART. I. 9. 5 


An 


ESSAY on POETRY. 


Hy. Jonx Dake of Bookmonansnmer. 


nr »„—Z—ͤ— 3 


— 


F : Things in which Mankind does moſt excel, 
Nature's chief Maſter-piece is writing well ; 

And of all Sorts of Writing, nane there are 
That can the leaſt with Poetry compare: 
No Kind of Work requires ſo nice a Touch; 
And, if well finiſh'd, nothing ſhines ſo much, 
But Heav'n forbid we ſhould beſo profane, 
To grace the Vulgar with that ſacred Name. 
Tis not a Fiaſh of Fancy, which ſometimes, - | 
Dazling our Minds, ſets off the lighteſt Rhymes; ; 
Bright as a Blaze, but in a Moment done 
True Wit is everlaſting, like the Sun; | 
Which, tho' ſometimes behind a Cloud retir'd, 
Breaks out again, and is by all admir'd. 
Numbers, and Rhyme, and that harmonious Sound, 
Which never does the Ear with Harſhneſs wound, 
Are neceſſary, yet but vulgar Arts ; 
Por all in vain theſe ſuperficial Parts 


Contribute 


*. 


te 


Miſcellaneous POE MS. 


Contribute to the Structure of the whole, 


Without a Genius too, for that's the S. 


A Spirit, which inſpires the Work throughout, 


As that of Nature moves the World about: 


A Heat, which glows in ev'ry Word that's writ ; 
Tis ſomething of Divine, and more than Vit; 


Itſelf unſeen, yet all Things by it ſhown, 
Deſcribing all Men, but deſcrib'd by none. 
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Where doſt thou dwell ? What Caverns of the Brain 


Can ſuch a vaſt and mighty Thing contain? 


When I, at idle Hours, in vain thy Abſence mourn. | 

O where doſt thou retire? And why doſt thou return 
Sometimes with pow'rful Charms to hurry me wax 
From Pleaſures of the Night, and Bus'neſs of the Pay ? 


| F'en now, too far tranſported, I am fain = 
To check thy: Courſe, and uſe the needful Rein. 


As all is Dullneſs, when the Fancy's bad; 

So, without Judgment, Fancy is but mad-; 
And Judgment has a boundleſs Influence, 

Not only in the Choice of Words or Senfe, 
But on the World, on Manners, and on Men : 2 
Fancy is but the Feather of the Pen. 

Reaſon is that ſubſtantial uſeful part, 


' BED. 


Which inns the Head, white t other wins the Heart, 


Here I ſhould all es various Sorts of Verſe, 
And the whole Art of Poetry rehearſe : 
But who that Taſl can after Horace do? 


The beſt of Maſters and Examples too 2 


Echoes at beſt ; all we can ſay is vain, 
Dull the Deſign, and fruitleſs were the Pain. 
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"Tis true, the Antients we may rob with Eaſe; 
But who with that ſad Shift himſelf can 2 15 
Without an Actor's Pride, a Player's Art | 
Is above his who writes a borrow'd Part. 

Yet modern Laws are made for later Mad; | 
And new Abfurdities inſpire new Thoughts. 
What need has Satyr, then, to live on Theft, 
When ſo much freſh Occaſion ſtill is left? 
Fertile our Soil, and full of rankeſt Weeds, | 
And Monſters worſe than ever Nilus breeds. 


But hold, the Fools ſhall have no Cauſe to fear; 


Tis Wit and Senſe that is the Subject here. 
Defects of witty Men deſerve a Cure, 
And thoſe who a are ſo, will e en this endure. 


Firſt then of Some a, which now w fo much abound, 
Without his Song no Fop is to be found ; 
A moſt offenfive Weapon, which + 500hy 
On all he meets, againſt Apello's, Laws. 
Tho” nothing ſeems more eaſy, yet no TA 
Of Poetm requires a nicer Art; 1 
For as in Rows of richeſt Pearl there lies 
Many a Blemiſh that eſcapes our Eyes, 
The leaſt of which Defects is plainly ſhown 


In ſome ſmall Ring, and brings the Value down: 


80 Songs ſhould be to juſt Perfection wrought; 
Vet where can we ſee one without a Fault? 
Exact Propriety of Words and Thought, 
Expreſſion eaſy, and the Fancy high, 

Vet that not ſeem to creep, nor this to fly; 
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No Words tranſpos'd, but in ſuch Order all, 


4 


As, tho' hard wrought, may ſeem by Chance to fall. 


Here, as in all Things elſe, is moſt unfit 
Bare Ribaldry, that poor Pretence to Wit : 
i Such nauſeous Songs by a late Author made, 

Call an unwilling Cenſure on his Shade. 44 
Not that warm Thoughts of the tranſporting Joy, 
Can ſhock the Chafte?, or the Niceft cloy ; 

But Words obſcene, too groſs to move Deſire, 

Like Heaps of Fuel, do but choak the Fire. 

| On other Themes he well deſerves our Praiſe, 
Here palls that Appetite he meant to raiſe. 


Next, EL EO, of ſweet but ſolemn Voice, 

And of a Subject grave, exacts the Choice; 

| The Praiſe of Beauty, Valour, Wit contains; 

And there too oft deſpairing Love complains. 

In vain, alas! for who, by Wit, is mov'd ? 

That Phenix She deſerves to be below d. 
| But noiſy Nonſenſe, and ſuch Fops as vex 
Mankind, take moſt with that fantaſtic Sex. 

This to the Praiſe of thoſe who better knew, 

The Many raiſe the Value of the Few. 

But here, as all our Sex too oft have try'd, 

Women have drawn my wand'ring Thoughts aſide. 
Their greateſt Fault, who in this Kind have writ, 
Is not Deſect in Words, nor Want of Wit: 

But ſhould this Muſe harmonious Numbers yield, 

And ev'ry Couplet be with Fancy fill'd, 

If yet ajuſt Coherence be not made, | 
Between each An and the whole Model laid 
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So right, that ev'ry Step may higher rife © 


Like goodly Mountains, till they reach the Skies: 


Trifles, like ſuch, perhaps of late have paſt, 
And may be lik'd awhile, but never laſt. -- 
"Tis Epigram, tis Point, tis what you will; 
But not an Elegy, nor writ with Skill: 

No 4 * nor a 9 an s Hill. 


A higher Flight, and of a happier Force, 
Are Op Es, the Muſes moſt unruly Horſe, 

That bounds ſo fierce, the Rider has no Reſt; 
But foams at Mouth, and moves like one poſſeſt. 
The Poet here muſt be indeed inſpir'd . 
With Fury too, as well as Fancy fir d. 

But ill Expreſſions ſometimes gives Allay + 
To that rich Fancy which can n&er decay. 
Tho! all appear in Heat and Fury done, 

The Language till muſt ſoft and eaſy run. 
Theſe Laws may ſcem a little too ſevere ; | 
But Judgment yields, and Fancy governs there ; 
Which, tho? extravagant, this Muſe allows, 
And makes the Work much eafier than it ſhows. 
Of all the Ways that wiſeſt Men could find, 

To mend the Age, and mortify Mankind, 
SaT1RE well writ has moſt ſucceſsful prov'd, 
And cures, becauſe the Remedy is low d. 

"Tis hard to write on ſuch a Subject more, 
Without repeating Things ſaid oft before. 

Some vulgar Errors only we remove, 

That ſtain a Beauty which ſo much we love. 


+ Waller. $ Denham. 


Of 


Rage you muſt hide, and Prejudice lay down; 


| Here reſt, my Muſe, ſuſpend my Cares awhile, 
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Of well- ge Words ſome take not Care 1 | 
And think they ſhould be, as the Subject, rough, 
This Poem muſt be more exactly made, 
And ſharpeſt Thoughts in ſmootheſt Words convey 'd. 
Some think, if ſharp enough, they cannot fail, 
As if their only Bus'neſs was to rail: 
But human Frailty nicely to unfold, 
Diſtinguiſhes a Satire from a Scold. 


ASatire's Smile is ſharper than his Frown : 

So, while you ſeem to ſlight ſome Rival Youth, 
Malice itſelf may ſometimes paſs for Truth. 

The + Laureat here may juſtly claim our Praiſe, 
Crown'd by f Mac-Flckno with immortal Bays ; 
Tho' prais'd and puniſh'd for another's 5 Rhymes, 
His own deſerve as great Applauſe ſometimes. 

But once his Pegaſus has born dead Weight *, 

Rid by ſome /ampiſh Miniſters of State. 


A greater Enterprize attends thy Toil. SES 
As ſome young Eagle that deſigns to fly 

A long unwonted Journey thro' the Sky, 

Conſiders all the dangerous Way before, 

Over what Lands and Seas ſhe is to ſoar; 


1 Mr. Do 8 

+ 4 famous Satirical Poem of his on Me. Shadwell. 

A Copy of Verſes, called, An Eſſay on Satire, for 
which Me. Da. was hath Applauded and Beaten, tho" 


* only Innocent, but Ignorant of the whole Matter. 
* The ud and Panther. 


; - Doubts 


. The Muſe inſpires a ſharper Note to ſing: 
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Doubts her own Strength ſo far, and juſtly fears 
That lofty Road of airy Travellers: 

But yet incited by ſome fair deſign, 

That does her Hopes beyond her Fears incline, 
Prunes ev'ry Feather, views herſelf with Care, 
At laſt reſolv'd, ſhe cleaves the yielding Air. 
Away ſhe flies, ſo ſtrong, ſo high, ſo faſt, 
| She leſſens to us, and is loſt at laſt. * 


So (but too weak for ſuch a 3 * Thing) 


And why ſhould Truth offend, when only told 
To guide the Ignorant, and warn the Bold ? 
On then, my Muſe, advent'rouſly engage 
To give Inſtructions that concern the Stage. 


The Unities of Action, Time, and Place, 
Which, if obſerv'd, give PLAxs ſo great a Grace, 
Are, tho” but little praQtis'd, too well known 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
From nicer Faults to purge the preſent Age, 

Leſs obvious Errors of the Engliſb Stage. 


Firſt then, Soliloguies had need be few, 
Extreamly ſhort, and ſpoke in Paſſion too ; 
Our Lovers talking to themſelves, for want 
Of others, make the Pit their Confident : 
Nor is the Matter mended yet, if thus | 
They truſt a Friend, only to tell it us. 

Th' Occaſion ſhould as naturally fall, 
As when 1 BeLLAar1o confeſſes all. 


<q Philaſter, a Play * Beaumount and Fletcher. 
"ON igures 
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Figures of Speech, which Poets think ſo fine, 

| Art's needleſs Varniſh, to make Nature ſhine, 
Are all but Paint upon a beauteous Face, 

And in Deſcription only claim a Place: 

But to make Rage declaim, and Grief diſcourſe, 
From Lovers in Deſpair fine Things to force, 
Muſt needs ſucceed ; for who can chuſe but oe” 

| A dying Hero miſerably witty? 

But oh the Dialogues, where Jeſt and Mock 

Is held up, like a Reſt at Shittle-cotk ! 

Or elſe, like Bells, eternally they chime 

They ſigh in Simile, and die in Rhime, 

What Things are theſe, who would be Poets chought, 
By Nature not infpir'd, nor Learning taught? 
Some Wit they have, and therefore may deſerve 
A better Courſe than this, by which they ſtarve. 
But to write Plays! why, *tis a bold Preterice 

To Judgment; Breeding, Wit, and Eloquence : 

| Nay more, for they muſt look within to find 
Thoſe ſecret Turns of Nature in the Mind. 
Without this Part, in vain would be the Whole, 
And but a Body all without a Soul. 

All this together yet is but a Patt 

Of Dialogue, that great and pow'rful Art, 


From whom the Romans fainter Copies drew, 
Scarce comprehended ſince, but by a few. 
PLaTo and Lucian are the beſt Remains 
Of all the Wonders which this Art contains : 


Now almoſt loſt, which the old Grecians knew, | 
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Yet to ourſelves we Juſtice muſt allow, 
SHAKESPEAR and FLETCHER are the Wonders now. 
Conſider then, and read them o'er and o'er, 
Go ſee them play'd, then read them as before ; 
For tho' in many Things they grolly fail, 
Over our Paſſions ſtill they ſo prevail, 
That our own Grief by theirs is rock'd aſleep ; ; 
The Dull are forc'd to feel, the Wiſe to weep, 
Their Beauties imitate, avoid their Faults. 
Firſt on a Plot employ thy careful Thoughts ; 
Turn it with Time a thouſand ſeveral Ways: 
This oft alone has giv'n Succeſs to Plays. 
Reject that vulgar Error, which appears 
So fair, of making perfect Characters: 

There's no ſuch Thing in Nature, and you'll draw 
A A faultleſs Monſter, which the World ne'er ſaw. 

Some Faults muſt be, that his Misfortunes drew, 
But ſuch as may deſerve Compaſſion too. 
| Beſides the main Deſign compos'd with Art, 


Each moving Scene muſt be a Plot apart. 


Contrive each little Turn, mark ev'ry Place : 
As Painters firſt chaulk out the future Face : 
Yet be not fondly your own Slave for this ; 
But change hereafter what appears amiſs. 
Think not ſo much where ſhining Thoughts to place, 
As what a Man would ſay in ſuch a Caſe. 
Neither in Comedy will this ſuffice, 
The Player too, muſt be before your Eyes; 
And tho? *tis Drudgery to ſtoop ſo low, | 
To him you muſt yqur utmoſt Meaning ſhow, 8 
Ji 8 Expoſe 


So overflow, that is, be none at all, 
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Expoſe no ſingle Fop ; but lay the Load 
More equally, and ſpread the Folly broad. 

The other Way is vulgar ; oft we ſee 
The Fool derided by as bad as he. 
Hawks fly at nobler Game; in this low Way 
A very Owl may prove a Bird of Prey, 
III Poets fo, will one poor Fop devour ; 
But to collect, like Bees, from ev'ry Flow'r, 
| Ingredients to compoſe that precious Juice, 
Which ſerves the World for Pleaſure and for Uſe, 
In ſpite of Faction, this would Favour get; 
But Fals TA r ſeems inimitable yet. 


Another Fault which often does befal, 1 0 


Is, when the Wit of ſome great Poet ſhall 


That all his Fools ſpeak Senſe, as if poſſeſt, 
And each, by Inſpiration, breaks his Jeſt. _ 
If once the Juſtneſs of each Part be loſt, 
Well may we laugh, but at the Poet's Coſt. 
That filly Thing Men call Sheer-Wit, avoid, 
With which our Age ſo nauſeouſly is cloy'd. 
Humour is all, Wit ſhould be only brought 
To turn agreeably ſome proper Thought, 

But ſince the Poets we of late have known, 
Shine in no Dreſs ſo much as in their own; 
The better by Example to convince, 

Caſt buta View on this wrong Side of Senſe. 


* Fn admirable Character in Shakeſpear's H Na 
the IVth. 


1s - | Firſt 
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Firſt a Soliloquy is calmly made, 

Where ev'ry Reaſon is exattly weigh'd ; 

Which once perform'd, moſt opportunely comes 

A Hero frighted at the Noiſe of Drums, 

For her ſweet Sake, whom at firſt Sight he loves, 

And all in Metaphor his Paſſion proves ; 

But ſome ſad Accident, tho' yet unknown, 

Parting this Pair, to leave the Swain alone, 


He ftrait grows jealous, yet we know not why ; 
And, to oblige his Rival, needs muſt die: 
But firſt he makes a ſpeech, wherein he tells 
The abſent Nymph, how much his Flame excels, 
And yet bequeaths her generouſly now 
To that dear Rival, whom he does not know; 
Who ftrait appears, but who can Fate withſtand ? 
Too late, alas! to hold his haſty Hand, 
That juſt has, giv*n himſelf the cruel Stroke, 
At which this very Stranger's Heart is broke; 
He more to his new Friend than Miſtreſs kind, 
Mourns, ſadly mourns, at being left behind ; 
Of ſuch a Death prefers the pleaſing Charms 
To Love, and living in a Lady's Arms. 
How ſhameful, and what monſt'rous Things are theſe ? 
And then they rail at thoſe they cannot pleaſe ; 
Conclude us only partial to the Dead, | 
And grudge the Sign of old BEN Jounson's Head : 
When the intrinſic Value of the Stage, 
Can Scarce be judg'd, * by a * Age; 
, But 


Ll 
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For Dances, Flutes, 1:a/ian Songs, and Rhime, 

May keep up finking Nonſenſe for a Time. 

But that may fail, which now ſo much o'er-rules, 

And Senſe no longer will ſubmit to Fools, 


By painful Steps we are at laſt got up 
Parnaſſus Hill, on whoſe bright airy Top 
The Eric Poets ſo divinely ſhow, | 
And with juſt Pride behold the reſt below. 
Heroic Poems have a juſt Pretence 
To be the utmoſt Reach of human Senſe ; 
A Work of ſuch ineſtimable Worth, 
| | There are but two the World has yet brought forth, 
; Hou z and ViRe1L ; with what awful Sound 
* Do thoſe meer Words the Ears of Poets wound ! 
Juſt as a Changeling ſeems below the reſt 
Of Men, or rather is a two-legg'd Beaſt ; 
So theſe gigantic Souls, amaz'd, we find 
As much above the reſt of human Kind, 
Nature's whole Strength united; endleſs Fame, 
And univerſal Shouts attend their Name. 
Read Home once, and you can read no more, 
For all Things elſe appear ſo dull and poor: 
Verſe will ſeem Proſe; yet often on him look, 
And you will hardly need another Book. 
Had * Bogsv never writ, the World had ſtill, 
Like Indians, view'd this wond'rous Piece of Skill; 


A celebrated French Author, who, in his Treatiſe upon 
Epic Poetry, drew all his Examples from Hou ER. 
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As ſomething of Divine the Work admir'd, 

Not hop'd to be inſtructed, but inſpir'd: 

But he, diſcloſing ſacred Myſteries, 

Has ſhewn where all the Magic lies, 

Deſcrib'd the Seeds, and in what Order dn, 

That have to ſuch a vaſt Proportion grown. 

Sure from ſome Angel he this Secret knew, 

Who thro' this Labyrinth has giv'n the Clue. 

But what, alas! avails it poor Mankind. 

To fee this promis'd Land, yet ſtay behind? 

The Way is ſhewn ; but who has Strength to go ? 

Who can all Sciences exactly know? 

Whoſe Fancy flies beyond weak Reaſon's Sight, 

And yet has Judgment to direct it right? _ 

Whole juſt Diſcernment, Vis 611-like, is ſuch, 

Never to ſay too little, or too much? 

Leet ſuch a Man begin without Delay, 

But he muſt do much more than I can ſay; 

| Muſt above CowLEer, nay, and MiLTon too, prevail, 

. Succeed where great ToxQuaTo, and our greater 
SPLNSEY ſail, | 
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FI A \PPY that AuTroR, + whoſe correct Eſſay 


Repairs ſo well our old Horatian way; 
And happy thoſe, who (if concurring Stars 


Predeſtinate them to Poetic Wars) 


* 


With Pains, and Leiſure, by ſuch Precepts write; ; 
And learn to uſe their Arms before they fight. 

But ſince the Pre/5, the Pulpit, and the Stage, 
Join all their forces, to invade our Age, 
Provok'd, and urg'd, we reſolutely muſt 

To theſe few Virtues that we have, be juſt. 

For who have long'd, or who have labour'd more, 
To ſearch the Treaſures of the Roman ſtore; 

Or dig ia Grecian Mines for purer Ore? 


4 Of the Ess ev on Pokrür. 
14 
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The 
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The nobleſt Fruits tranſplanted, in our Iſle, 
With early Hope, and fragrant Bloſſoms ſmile. 
Familiar Ovi tender Thoughts inſpi es, 

And Nature ſeconds all his ſoft Defires - 

T heacritus does now to us belong ; 

And Albion s Rocks repeat his rural „ 

| Who has not heard how Iraꝶ was bleſt, 

Above the Medes, above the wealthy Eat * 

Or Gallus Song, ſo tender, and ſo true, 

As ev'n Lycoris might with Pity view 1 

When Mourning Nymphs attend their Daphne's Herſe, 
Who does not avec, that reads the mowing Yer/e 1 
But hear, oh hear, in what exalted Strains 

Sicilian Muſes through theſe happy Plains, 


F Proclaim Saturnian Fimes, our own Apollo reigns. 


Wich ſweetneſs. not to be. expreſs'd i in- Pre/e. 


When France had breath'd, after inteſtine Broils, 
And Peace and Conqueſt crown'd her foreign Toils, 
There (cultivated by a Royal Hand) 8 
Learning grew faſt, and ſpread, and bleſt the Land; 
The choiceſt Books, that Rome or Greece have known, 
Her excellent Tranſlalors made her own: 

And Europe muſt acknowledge, that ſhe gains, 

Both by their good Example and their Pains. 

From hence our gen'rous Emulation came, 

We undertook, and we perform'd the ſame. 

But now wwe ſhew the World a nobler Way, 

And in tran//aied Verſe do more than they. 

Serene and clear, harmonious Horace flows, 
Degrading 
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Degrading Pro/e explains his Meaning ill, 
And ſhews the S, but not the Workman's ſkill. 
I (who have ſerv'd him more than twenty Years) 
Scarce know my Maſter as he there appears. 
Vain are our Neighbours Hopes, and vain their Cares, 
The Fault is more their Languages, than theirs. 
Tis copious, florid, pleaſing to your Ear; | 
With Softneſs, more perhaps, than ours can bear. 
But who did ever in French Authors ſee 
The comprehenfive Engliſh Energy ? 
The weighty Bullion of one flerling Line, 
Drawn to French Wire, would through whole Pages ſhine; 
I ſpeak my private, but impartial Senſe, | 
With Freedom, and (J hope) without Offence > : | 
For I'll recant, when France can ſhew me Wit | 
As ſtrong as ours, and as ſuccin&ly writ, 


Tis true, Compoſing is the nobler Part, 
But good Tran/lation is no ea Art: 
For tho' Materials have long ſince been found, 
Yet both your Fancy, and your Hands are bound; 
And by improving what was writ before, 
Invention labours 4%. but Judgment, more. 


prone” ne I 


The foil nde fre Pierian Seeds, 

Muſt be well parg'd from rank pedantic Weeds. 
Apollo ſtarts, and all Parnaſſus ſhakes, = 
At the rude rumbling Baralipton makes. 

For none have been, with Admiration, read, 

But * (beſide their Learning) were ell Brea. | 
| | i The 
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Is, that your ſeſf may to your elf be true 
No Ma que, no Tricks, no Fawour, no Reſerve ; 
DiJet your Mind, examine ev'ry Nerwe. 
| Whoever waizly on his Srrength depends, 

Bes ins like Virgil, but like Mævius ends, 
That Wretch (in ſpite of his forgotten Rhymes) 
 Condemn'd to live to all ſucceeding Times, 
With pompous Nen/en/e and a bellowing Sound, 
Sung /ofty Ilium, tumbling to the Ground. 
For (if my Muſe can through paſt Ages ſee) 
That i, nau/tous, gaping Fool, was be; 
Exploded, when with univerſal Scorn, 
A Mountain labour d, and a Mouſe was born. 


Learn, learn, Cretona's brawny Wreſtler cries, 
Audacious Mortals, and be timely wiſe ! 
*Tis I that call, remember Milo's End, 


Each Poet, ith a di ent Talent writes, 
One praiſes, one inflruds, another bites. 
Horace did ne'er aſpire to Epic Bays, 
Nor lofty Maro ſtoop'd to Lyric Lays. 
_ Examine bow your Humour is inclin'd, 
And which the Ruling Paſſion of your Mind; 
Then, ſeek a Poet who your Way does bend, 
And chuſe an Author as you chuſe a Friend. 
United by this Simpathetic Bond, 

You grow famihar, intimate and fond; 7 

| I 


The firſt great Work, (a Taſk perform'd by few) 


Toy © in that Timber which He ſtrove to rend. 


Your 
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Your Thoughts, your Words, your Stiles, your Souls agree, 
No longer his Interpreter, is He. 


With how much Eaſe is a 3 Muſe betray d, 
How nice the Reputation of the Maid ! 
Your early, kind, paternal Care appears, 
By chaſte Inſtruction of her tender Years. 
The fir/t Impreſſion in her Infant Breaſt, 

As *tis the deepe/?, ought to be the Ze/? - 

No rigid Ave ſhou'd breed a ſervile Fear, 
No wanton Sound offend her Virgin Ear. 
Secure from Fooliſb Pride's affected State, 

And ſpecious Flattery's more pernicious Bait, 

Habitual Innocence adorns each Th:ught, _ 
And 'tis your Crime if ſbe commit a Fault. 


* 1 4 F 
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Inmodeſt Words (whatever the Pretence) 
Always want Decency, and often, Senſe. 5 ; 
What mod'rate Fop wou'd rake the Park, or Steaut, 
Who among Troops of faultle/; Nymphs may chuſe ?. 
Variety of ſuch is to be found; 
| Take then a Subject, proper to expound : | 
But Moral, Great, and worth a Poet“ V. „ 
For Men of Senſe deſpiſe a trivial Choice. ; 
And ſuch Applauſe it muſt expect to meet, 
As would ſome Painter buſy in a Street, 
To copy Bulls and Bears, and ev'ry Sign 
That calls the S:aring Sots to nofly Wine, 


Yet *tis not all to have a Subject geca, 
It muſt deligbt us when tis 3 
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He chat brings ful/ome Oßjedt to my View, 

(As many O/d have done, and many New) 

With nauſeous Images my Fancy fills, 

And all goes down like Oxymel of Squills. 

Inſtruct the liſt' ning World how Maro ſings, 

Of aſeſul Subjects and of lofty Things, 
Theſe will ſuch true, ſuch bright IJakas raiſe, 
As merit Gratitude, as well as Prar/e, N 
But foul Deſcriptions are offenſive ſtill, 

Either for being Ile, or being 1). 

For who, without a Qualm, hath ever look'd, 

On Holy Garbadge, tho” by Homer cook'd ? 

Whoſe railing Hero's, and whoſe evounded Gods, 

Make ſome ſuſpect, he /nores, as well as nods. 
But I offend Virgil begins to frown, 

And Horace looks with. Indiguation down? 

My bluſhing Muſe with conſcious Fear retires, 

And whom they like, implicitly admires. 


On fare Foundations let your Fabric riſes | 
And with inviting Majeſiy ſurpriſe, 4 
Not by affected, meretricious Arta, 

But ſtrict harmonious Symetry of Parts, 

Which through the /}eo/e inſenſibly muſt paſs, 
With vital Heat to animate the Maſs. 

A pure, an active, an auſpicious Flame, 

And bright as Heav'n, from whence the Bleffng ce came; 
But few, oh, few, Souls, przordain'd by Fate, 

The Race of Gods, have reach'd that exwy'd Height. 


No 
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No Rebel Titan's ſacrilegious Crime, „ 
By heaping Hills on Hills can hirber climb. 

The grizly F erry-man of Hell deny'd. 

Lneas' Entrance, till he knew his Guide; 

How juſtly then will impious Mortals fall, 

| Whoſe Pride would ſoar to Hrav/n without a Call 
Pride (of all others the moſt dangerous Fau't) 

proceeds from Ignorance, and want of Thought,. 

The Men, who labour and dige Things moſt, 

Will be much apter to d,, than boaſt. 

For if your Author be profoundly good, 

*Twill coſt you dear before he's underſtood. 

How many Ages fince has Virgil writ? 

How few are they who underſtand him yet 2 

Approach his Altars with 1 Fear, 

No petty Deity inhabits there : 

Heav'n ſhakes not more at Fowe's r Nod. 

Then Poets ſhou'd before their Mantuan God. 

Hail mighty Mano ! may that ſacred Name, 

Kindle my Breaft' with thy celeſtial Flame; 

Sublime Ideas, and apt Words infaſe. 

The Muſe inſtruct my T_ oy en e che Mar 


What I have e! in the be, 
Is, in Proportion, true of all the re. 
Take Pains the genaine Meaning to explore, 
There feat, there ſtrain, tug; the laborious Oar : 
Search ev'ry Comment, that your Care can find, 
Some here, ſome there, may hit the Poet's Mind; 


182 Miſcellaneous Porms. 

Pet be not blindly guided by the Throng; 
Which has been, and :/ often in the Wrong 

When Things appear unnatural or hard, 

Conſult your Author, with Himſelf compar'd ; ' 

Who knows what Bleſſing Phebus may beſtow, 

And future Ages to your Labour owe? © 

Such Secrets are not eaſily found out, 

But once diſcover'd, leave no Room for Doubt. 

Truth ſtamps Conwiction in your raviſh'd Breaſt, 
And Peace and oy attend the glorious. Gueſt, 

Vet if one Shadow of a Scruple ſtay, 

Sure the moſt beater is the /afeft Way, 

Fear is the baſe Companion of a Slave, 

But Prudence the Perfection of the Brave. 

Truth ſtill is One; Truth is divinely bright, 

No cloudly Doubts obſcure her Native Light. 

While in your Thoughts you find the lea Debate, 

You may confound, but never can trauſſate. 

Your Stile will this through all Diſguiſes ſhow, 

For none explain, more clearly than they knew. 

He only proves he anderſtands a Text, 

Whoſe Expoſition leaves it unperpleæ d. 

They who too formally on Names inſiſt, 

Rather create then difzpate the Mist. 

And grow unjuſt by being over-nice, 

(For /uper/titious Virtue turns to Vice.) 

Judicious Horace us'd a Parthian Name, _ 

(Reme was no Stranger to Mone/es Fame) 

Yet fince the Victor is but little #nozon, + 

But Craſſus more for being overthrown. 


The 
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The Wes for the Parthian Name will be, = 
A tedious Comment's true Epitome. 


Words in one Language elegantly us'd, 
Will hardly in another be excus'd. 
And ſome that Rome admir'd in Cz/ar's Time, 
May neither ſuit our Genius nor our Clime. 
The genuine Senſe, intelligibly told, 
Shews a Tranſlator both 1 175 and Bold. 


E xcurfions are inexpiably Bad, 
For 'tis much ſafer to leave out, than add. 
Be not too fond of a ſonorous Line; 
Good Senſe will through a plain Expreſſion mine. 
Feau Painters can ſuch Maſter - Strotes command, 
As are the nobleſt in a Hilft Hand. 
In this, your Author will the beſt adviſe, 
Fall when He falls, and when he riſes, riſe. 
Affected Noiſe is the moſt wwrerched Thing, 
That to Contempt can empty Scriblers bring. 

Vaoauels and Accents, regularly plac'd | 
On eben Syllables (and ſtill the /aft) 
Tho? all imaginable Faults abound, 
Will never want the Pageantry of Sound. 
Whatever Siſter of the learned Nine 

Does to your Suit a willing Ear incline, 
| Urge your Succeſs, deſerve a laſting Name, 
| She'll crown a grateful and a conſtant Flame. 
But if a wild Uncertainty prevail, 
And turn your vary Heart with ev'ry Gale, 

You 


. Well-ſeaſon'd Bowls the Goſſips Spirits raiſe, 
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Vou loſe the Fruit of all your former Care, 
For the ſad Praſpect of a juſt Dates 


A Quack (too 8 mean to name) 
Had, by Man-Midwifery, got Wealth and Fame; 
As if Lacina had forgot her Trade, 

The lab ring Wife invokes his ſurer Aid. 


Who, while ſhe guzzles, chants the Doctor's Praiſe. 
And largely, what ſhe wants in Words, ſupplies, 
Wich Maualin-Eloquence of trickling Eyes. 
But what a thoughtleſs Animal is Man, 
(How very a&iwve in his own Trepan ! ) 
For greedy of Phy/icians frequent Fees, 
From Female Mellow Praiſe he takes Degrees > 
Struts in a new unlicens d Gown, and then, 
From /aving Women, falls to &. ing Men. 
Another ſuch had left the Nation thin, 
In ſpight of all the Children he brought in. 
His Pills, as thick as Hand: Granadoes flew, 
And where they fe//, as certainly, they ſceau. 
His Name ſtruck ev'ry where as great a Damp 
As Archimedes through the Roman Camp. 
With this, the Doctor's Pride began to cool, 
| For /marting ſoundly may conwinte a Fool. 
But now Repentazce came too late for Grace, 
And meager Famine ſtar'd him in the Face. 
- Fain would he to the Fives be reconecil'd, 
But found no Hu/and left to en a Child. 


The 
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T he 7 . that got the Brats, were poiſon'd too; 
In ſuch Diſtreſs what could our Vermin do? 

Morry'd with Debts, and paſt all Hope of Bail, 

Th' unpity'd Wretch lies rotting in a Tail. | 
And there, with Baſtet- Alms, ſcaice kept alive, 
Shews how 17 Pon Talents out to thrive. 


iN pity, from my Soul, unhappy Men, 

Compell'd by Want to proſtitute their Pen; 

Who muſt, like Lawyers, either farve or phad, 

And fo/low, right or wrong, where Guinys lead; 

But you, Pompilian wealthy, pamper d Heirs, 

Who to your Country owe your Swords and Cares, 

Let no vain Hope your eaſy Mind ſeduce, 

For rich ill Poets are without Exc. 

Tis very dangerous, tamp'ring with a Muſe, 

The Profir”s /mall, and you have much to 22 

For, tho' true Mit adorns your Birth or Place. 

Degenerate Lines degrade th' attainted Race. | 

No poet any Paffion can excite ; | | . 

But what they feel tranſport them when they write. 

Have you been led through the Cumæan Cave, 

And heard th' impatient Maid diwinely rave r= 

I hear her now; I ſee her rolling Eyes; 

And panting, 4“ the God, the God, ſhe cries ; 

With Words, not Her's, and more than Humane Sound, 
She makes the obedient Ghofs peep trembling thro” tho 

Ground | 
But tho' we muſt obey when Heawven commands, 
And Man in vain the /acred Call xwithſtands, | 
| 5 | Beware 
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Beware what Spirit rages in your Breaſt. 
For ten inſpir'd ren thoy/and are poſſeſt. 
Thus make the proper Uſe of each Extream, 
And write with Fury but corre with Phleam. 
As when the chearful Hours too freely paſs, 
And ſparkling Wine ſmiles in the tempting Glaſr, 
Your Pul/e adviſes, and begins to beat et cx 
Through every ſwelling Vein a loud Retreat. 
So when a Muſe propitiouſſy invites, 
Improve her Favours, and iadulge her Flights, 
But when you find that vigorous Heat abate, 
Leave off, and for another Summons wait. 
Before the Radiant Sun, a glimmering Lamp; "I 
Adulb rate Metals to the Sterling Stamp, 
| Appear not meaner, than mere humane Lines, 
Compar'd with thoſe whoſe 1n/piration ſhines ; 
Theſe, nervous, bold; theſe, Janguid, and remiſs; 
There, cold ſalutes ; 3 but here, a Lover's Kiſs. 


' Thus have I ſeen a rapid, headlong Tide, 


With foaming Waves the paſlive Soar divide 
Whoſe lazy Waters without Motion lay 


While he, with eager Force, urg'd his impetuous Way. 


The Priæilege that ancient Poets claim 
Now turn'd to Licenſe by too ju/* a Name; 
Belongs to none but an e/abl; fo Fame, | 
Which /corns to take it —— 

Abſurd E xpreſſi ons, crude abbortive 1 
All the lewd Legion of exploded Faults, 
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Baſe Fugitives to that Ahlum fly, „ 
And ſacred Laws with Iꝝſolence defy. 

Not thus our Heroes of the former Days 
Deer d, and gain'd their never- fading Bayes ; 
For I miſtake, or far the greateſt Part, 

Of what ſome call Neglect was fudy'd Art. 
When Virgil, ſeems to triſſe in a Line, 

Tis like a Warning-Pitce, which gives the Sign 
To wake your Fancy, and prepare your Sight, 
To reach the noble Height of ſome unu/ual Flight: 
I loſe my Patience, when, with /awwcy Pais 
By untun d Ears J hear his Numbers try'd, 
Reverſe of Nature ! ſhall ſuch Copies, then, 
Arraign th' Originals of Maro's Pen! 

And the rude Notions of Pedantic Schools 
Blaſpheme the ſacred Founder of our K wles ! 


The ba of che niceſt Ear 

Finds nothing Sarſb, or out of Order there. 
Sublime or low, unbended or intenſe, 

The Sound is ſtill a Comment to the Senſe. 


A ſkilful Zar, in Numbers ſhou'd preſide, 
And all Di/pates without Appeal decide. 
This ancient Rome, and elder Athens found, 
Before © pos Stops debauch'd the Sound. 


ik. by Impulſe from Heav'n, 8 ſung, 
In drooping Souldiers a new Courage ſprung ; 
Rewiving Spartans now the F ight maintain d, 

And what two Gen ral. lat, a Poet gain d. 
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By ſecret I nfluence of indulgent Skies, | 
Empire and Poeſy together riſe. | 
True Poets are the Guardians of a State, 

And when hey. fail, portend approaching F. te. | 
For that which Rome to Congusſt did inſpire, 
Was not the Ye/fa/, but the Mu/es Fire. 
Heaven jains the Bleſs ings, no declining Age 
Ee felt the Raptures of Poetic Rage, 


Of many Faults, Rhyme is (perhaps) the Cauſe 
Too f*i# to Rhyme we flight more »/eful Laws. 
For that, in Greece or Nome, Was never known, 
"Till by Barbarian Deluges o'er flown, 
Subdu'd, undone, they did at laſt obey, 
And change their ow for their Invaders Way 


I grant that from fs Mo Idol Oat 
In double Rhyme: our Thor. and Moden * 3 
| And by Succeſſion of unlearned Times, 
4. Bards began; ſo Monks rung on the Chimes, 


But now that Phebus: and the /acred ww: 
With all their Beams on our bleſt Iſland ſhine, 
Why ſhould not aue their ancient Rites reſtore, 

And be, what Rome or Athens were before ? 

O may [ live to ſee that glorious Day, 

And ſing loud Pears through the crowded Way ; ; 
When in triumphant State the Briti/h Muſe 
True to her/elf, ſhall bart rous Aid refuſe. 

And in that Roman Majeſiy appear, 5 
Which none knows better, and none comes ſo near. 
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N thoſe cold Climates where the Sun appears 


Unwillingly, and hides his Face in Tears, 
A dreadful Vale lies in a Deſart-Ifle, 


On which indulgent Heaven did never ſmile. 
There a vaſt Grove of aged Cyprefs-Trees, P} 
Which none without an awful Horror ſees, | j 
Into its wither'd Arms, depriv'd of Leaves, 
Whole Flocks of ill-preſaging Birds receives; 
Poiſons are all the Plants the Soil will bear, 
And Winter is the only Seaſon there. 
Millions of Graves cover the ſpacious Field, 
And Springs of Blood a Thouſand Rivers yield; 
Whoſe Streams, oppreſt with Carcaſes and Bones, 
| Inſtead of gentle Murmurs, pour forth Groans. 
Within this Vale a famous TEMLE ſtands, - 
Old as the Univerſe which it commands ; | 


Round 


Cloſeſt _ in an Eternal "Wes | 
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Round is its Figure, and four Iron-Gates 
Divide the World by order of the Fates. 


N There come in Crowds, doom'd to one common Grove 
The Young, the Old, the Monarch, and the Slave. 
Old Age, and Pains, which Mankind moſt deplores, 


Are faithful Keepers of thoſe ſacred Doors ? 


All clad in mournful Blacks, which alſo load 


The ſacred Walls of this obſcure Abode, 


And Tapers, of a pitchy Subſtance made, 
With Clouds of Smoak encreaſe the diſmal Shade. 
A Monſter, void of Reaſon and of Sight, | 


The Goddeſs is, that ſways this Realm of Night. 


Her Power extends o'er all things that have Breath, 


A Cruel Tyrant, and her Name is De ata. 

The faireſt Object of our wond'ring Eyes 

Was newly offer'd up her Sacrifice; 

Th' adjoining Places, where the Altar ſtood, 

Yet bluſhing with the fair ALwER1a's Blood. 
When ſad M LINTUS, Whoſe unhappy Flame 
Is known by all that e'er convers'd with Fame; 
His Mind, poſſeſt with Fury and Deſpair, 
Within the Sacred Temple made this Prayer : 
Grear Deity! who in thy Hands doſt bear 
That ruſty Scepter which poor Mortals fear, 
Who wanting Eyes thy ſelf reſpecteſt none, 
And neither ſpar'ſt the Laurel, nor the Crown. 
O! Thou, whom all Mankind in vain withſtands, 


Each of whoſe Blood muſt one Day ſtain thy Hands; | 


O! Thou, that every Eye which ſees the * 5 


Open 
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Open thy Ears, and hearken to my Grief, | 
To which thy Power alone can give Relief; 

I come not hither to prolong my Fate, 

But wiſh my wretched Life a ſhorter Date; 
And that the Earth would in its Bowels hide 

A Wretch, whom Heav 'n invades on every Side; 
That from the Sight of Day 1 might remove, 
And might have Nothing left me but my Love. 
Thou only Comforter of Minds oppreſt, 

The Port where wearied Spirits are at Reſt ; 
Conducter to E Mum, take my Life, 

My Breaſt I offer to thy ſacred Knife: 

So juſt a Grace deny not, nor deſpiſe 

A willing, though a worthleſs, Sacrifice. 

Others, their frail and mortal State forgot, 

Before thy Altars are not to be brought . 
Without Conſtraint; the Noiſe of dying Rage, 
Heaps of the Slain of every Sex and Age, | 
The Blade all reaking in the Gore it ſhed, | 
With ſever'd Heads and Arms confus'dly ſpread, 
The rapid Flames of a perpetual Fire, . | 

The Groans of Wretches ready to expire; 

This Tragic Scene makes them in Terror live, 
Till that is forc'd which they ſhould freely give; 
Yielding unwillingly what Heaven will have, 
Their Fears eclipſe the Glory of their Grave. 
Before thy Face they make undecent Moan, _ 
And feel an Hundred Deaths in fearing one: 
The Flame becomes unhallow'd in their Breaſt, 
And he a Murtherer WRo was a Prieſt ; 


N 
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His Hands profan'd i in breaking Nature s Chain, 


By which the Body does the Soul detain; 
But againſt Me thy ſtrongeſt Forces call, 
And on my Head let all the Tempeſt fall; 


No ſhrinking back ſhall any Weakneſs ow, 


But calmly I'Il expect the fatal Blow. 

My Limbs no Trembling, in my Mind no Fear, 
Plaints in my Mouth, nor in my Eyes a Tear. 
Think not that Time, our wonted ſure Relief, 
That univerſal Core for every Grief, | 


Who Aid ſo many Lovers oft have found, 


With like Succeſs can ever heal my Wound ; 


Too weak's the Power of Nature or of Art, 


Nothing but Death can eaſe a broken Heart. 
And that thou may'ſt behold my helpleſs State, 


Learn the extreameſt Rigour of my Fate; 


As'midft th' innumerable beauteous Train 


Paris, the Queen of Cities, does contain 


The faireſt Town, the greateſt, and the beſt, 


| So Fair ALMERIA fhin'd above the reſt. 


From her bright Eyes to feel a hopeleſs Flame, 


Was of our Youth the moſt ambitious Aim; 


Her Chains were Marks-of Honour to the Brave, 

She made a Prince whene'er ſhe made a Slave. 

Love, under whoſe tyrannic Power I groan, 

Shew'd me this Beauty e er *twas fully blown ; 

Her doubtful Hand, and her unpractis'd Look, 

Their firſt Aſſurance from my Conqueſt took; 

By wounding me, ſhe learn'd the fatal Art, | 7 
And the firſt Sigh ſhe had was from my Heart. 8 
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My Eyes with Tears wetting: her Snowy Arm 
Render'd the Tribute due unto her Charms ; -- 
But as I ſooneſt of all Mortals paid „ 5 
My Vows, and to her Beauty Altars made, N 
So amongſt all thoſe Slaves, that ſigh'd in vain, 
She thought me only worthy of her Chain. 
Love's heavy Burden my ſubmiſſive Heart 
Endur'd not long, before ſhe bore her Part, 
My violent Flame melted her frozen Breaſt, 14 2 
And in ſoft Sighs her Pity ſhe expreſt : 
Her gentle Voice allay'd my raging Pains, 2 
And her fair Hands ſuſtain'd me in my Chains: 

Tears from her Eyes attended on my Moan, 

And they look'd kindly upon me alone. 

My Hopes and Dangers were leſs mine than hers, +. 
Thoſe fill'd her Soul with Joys, and theſe with . 
Our Hearts united had the ſame Deſires, 

And both alike burn'd with impatient Fires. 

Too faithful Memory! I give thee Leave 

Thy wretched Maſter kindly to deceive : 

Make me not once Poſſeſſor of her Charms, 

Let me not find her languiſh in my Arms: 

Paſt Joys are now my cruel Fancy's Themes . 
Make all my happy Nights appear but Dreams: 
Let not thoſe Scenes before my Eyes be brought, 
But hide her Love from my tormenting Thought r 
And in its Place di{dainful Beauty ſhow, 

If thou would'ſt nat be cruel, make her ſo; 

And, fomething to abate my deep Deſpair, 

O! let her ſeem leſs gentle, or leſs fair. 


„„ But 


| 194 0er asus 1 Por M's. 


But I in vain Ratter my wonnded Mind, 
Never was Nymph ſo lovely, or fo kind. 
No cold Repulſes my Deſires ſuppreſt, 
I ſeldom figh'4 but on ALwzx1a's Breaft. 
Of all the Paſſions which Mankind deftroy, 
J only felt Exceſs of Love and Joy: | 
Numberleſs Pleafures charm'd my Senſe, and my 
Were, as my Love, without the leaſt _ - 
Ass pure, alas, bat not ſo ſure to laſt, 
For, like a pleafing Dream, they all „ 
From Heav'n her Beauty like fierce Lightning came, 
Which breaks thro Darkneſs with a glorious Flame. 
Awhile it ſhines, awhile our Sight it chears, 
But foon the ſhort-liv'd Comfort diſappears, 
And Thunder follows, whoſe reſiſtleſs Rage 
| None can withſtand, and nothing can aſſwage. 
So oft the Light, which thoſe bright Flaſhes gave, 
Serves only to conduct us to our Grave. | 
When I had juſt begun Love's Joys to taſte, 
'Thoſe full Rewards for Fears and Dangers paſt, 
A Fever ſeiz'd her, and to nothing brought | 
The richeſt Work that ever Nature wrought. i 
All Things below, alas, uncertain ftand ! | 
The firmeſt Rocks are plac'd upon the Sand: 
Under chis Law both Kings and Crowns muſt bend, 
For no Beginning is without an End. 
A Sacrifice to Time Fate dooms us all, 
And at the Tyrant's Feet, we daily fall; 
Tux, whoſe bold Hand alike does bring to Duſt 
Mankind, and all thoſe _—_ rs in which they traſt 3 


3 Though 
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Though now her waſted Spirits gin to faint . 
Her Patience ties her Tongue from all Complaint. 
And in her Heart, as in a Fort, remains, 
But yields at laſt to her reſiſtleſs Pains, 
Thus while the Fever, amorous of his Prey, 
Through all her Veins makes his delightful Way; 
Her Fate's like SgMELE's ; the Flames deſtroy 
That Beauty they too eagerly enjoy. 
Her charming Face is in its Spring decay d, 
Pale grow the Roſes, and the Lillies fade. 
Her Skin haſt loſt that Luſtre, which ſurpaſs d 
The Sun's, and did deſerve as long to laſt; 
Her Eyes, which us 'd to pierce the hardeſt Hearts, 
Are now diſarm'd of all their Flames and 3 
Thoſe Stars now heavily and ſlowly move, 
And Sorrow triumphs in the Throne of Love. 
The Fever every Moment more prevails, 
Its Rage her Body feels, and Tongue bewails: 
She, whoſe Diſdain ſo many Lovers prove, 
Sighs now for Torment, as they ſigh for Love, 
And with loud Cries,. which rend the neighb'ring Ain, 
Wounds my ſad Heart, and wakens my Deſpair. 
Both Gods and Men I charge now with my Loſs. 
And, wild with grief my Thoughts each other croſs : 
My Heart and Tongue labour in both Extrem, ö 
That ſends up humble. Pray'rs, while this blaſphemes. 
I aſk their Help, whoſe Power [ 4 3. 
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And mingle Sacrilege with Piety. 8 
But that which does full more ples my Mind; „ l 
To love her truly, I muſt ſeem. unkinds. Ex | 
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So unconcern'd a hace i my Sorrow wears, | 


Ifill reftrain unruly Floods of Tears: 


- My Eyes and Tongue put on diſſembling Forms, 


I ſhew a Calmneſs in the midſt of Storms: 

I ſeem to hope, when all my Hopes are gone, 

And, : almoſt dead with Grief, diſcover none. 

But who can long deceive a loving Eye, 

Or with dry Eyes behold his Miſtreſs die? 

When Reaſon had with all its Terrors brought 

'Th' approaching Danger nearer to my Thought, 

Off, on a ſudden, fell the for&d Diſguiſe, 
And ſhew'd a ſighing Heart in weeping Eyes: 
My Apprehenſions, now no more confin'd, . 

Expos'd my Sorrows, and betray'd my Mind. 

The Fair afflicted ſoon perceives my Tears, 

Explains my Sighs, and thence: concludes my Fears, 

With ſad Preſages of her hopeleſs Caſe, 
She reads her Fate in my dejected Face; 
Then feels my Torment, and neglects her own, 


nr While lam ſenſible of Hers alone ; 


Each does the other's Burthen kindly bear, 

I fear her Death, and ſhe bewails my Fear: 

Although we ſuffer under Fortune's Darts, 

Tis thoſe of Love alone, which reach our Hearts. 

Mean while the Fever mocks at all our Fears, 
Gros by our Sighs, and rages at our Tears; 

Thoſe vain Effects of our as vain Defire, | 

Like Wind and Oil, increaſe the fatal Fire. 

Autumn; feeling th unjuſt Deſtinies, 

About to ſhut her Lips, and cloſe her Eyes. 
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Weeping, in Mine put her fair trembling Hand. 
And with theſe Words, I ſcarce could underſtanld. 
Her Paſſion in a dying Voice expreſft 
Half, and her Sighs, alas! made out the reſt; _ _ 
"Tis paſt ;- this Pang, Nature forſakes the Strife; 
Thou muſt thy Miſtreſs loſe, and I my Life. 
I die, bit, dying thine, the Fates may prove 
Their Conqueſt over me, but not my Love; 
Thy Memory, my Glory, and my 877 
In ſpite of Death itſelf, ſhall ſtill remain: 
Ah! Dear MeL1nTus, my hard Fate denies | 
That Hope is the laſt thing which in us dies; : 
From my griev'd Breaſt all thoſe ſoft Thoughts are fed, 
And Lowe ſurvives, although my Hope 1s dead ; ; 
I yield my Life, but keep my Paſſion yet, 
And can all Thoughts but of MeLinTvus quit. 
My Flame encreaſes as my Strength decays, 
Death, that puts out the Light, the Heat does raiſe, 
Which leaves me not, though I from hence remove, 
I loſe my Lover, butIkeep my Love. 
Þ The Sigh, which ſent from that laſt tender Word, 
Up towards the Heav'ns like a bright Meteor ſoar'd, 
And the kind Nymph, bereft of all her Charms, 
Falls cold and breathleſs in her Lover's. Arms : 
* Which ſhews, fince Death deny'd him then Relief, 
That *tis in vain, Men hope to die with Grief. 
Goppess,. that now my Fate haſt underſtood, 
Spare but My Tears, and freely take my Blood: 
Here let me end the Story of my Cares, 
My Grief itſelf enough the reſt declares. 


7 ner rout 


* 
” 


| by. EY | 2, of ther, ts dern to. die. 


— 
» "8 2; 
. > 
8] 
? P57 
. "at 
7 d ; 
* — 
* 
"S 
7 
1 * 
£ 
” 
— % 
h — 
* « oY 
-S * N #: * 4 * 
* =" 2 "Þs 7 * 4 
2 * 34 " 4 £&S a — * 
* * > 5 
C 5 « 
88 Ae: F 
* >» o a * Fl wet WW  ,# £ * i * . w 
8 5 vo £ 
2 * 5 þ 
* 8 1 * 
* * 1 Th 0 ; 
oY 6 T f. Tz 2 * re 0 
4 . * 2 x N ER * o wt > <- * 
CY * * * > n * 
* L e * Sz - * * * 
— C — o „ 


o » 
RY F * 
4 8 


CO. b g 
ES Us” 3 Cs ' : 

| 2 7 * 1 8 82 5 
„%ͤĩê1½¾ „ „„ „ 


_ Miſcellaiieous P OEMS. 


Thou ſeeſt by all my Miſery thus diſplay d, 
Whether I ought not to implore thy Aid: 
Thus to ſurvive, a Guilt upon me draws,. 
And my fad Wiſhes have too juſt a Cauſe. 
Come then, my only Hope ! in every Place 
Thou viſiteſt, Men tremble at thy Face, 
And fear thy Name: once let thy fatal Hand 
Deſtroy a Swain, that doth the blow demand. 
£ Vouchſafe thy Dart; I need not one of thoſe 
Wich which thou doſt unwilling Kings depoſe ; 
Thy weakeſt, mydefir'd Releaſe will bring, 
And free my Soul, already on ber Wing, | 
But ſinee all Prayers and Tears are vain, I'll try 


a . 
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AN TER. L U D E. 


0 Scene, a Bed Chamber. 
Enter Tarſander and Swivanthe. i 
Tarſ. OR Rtanding—we kind Nature thank, 
And yet adore thoſe—that make 'em lank. - 
Unhappy Mortals! whoſe ſublimeſt Joy 95 
Preys on itſelf, and does itſelf deſtroy. 
Swi. Do not thy, Nature's beſt Gift, derte, 
That Girl that made it fall, will make it riſe: 
Tho' it a while the am'rous Combat ſnun, 
And ſeems from mine into thy Belly run, 
Yet *twill return more vig'rous and more fierce | 
Than flaming Drunkard, when he's dy'din Tierce. 
It but retires, as loſing Gameſters do, | 
Till they have rais'd a Stock to play a-new. | 
Tarſ. What Pleaſure has a Gameſter, if he knows,” 
Whene'er he plays, that he muſt always loſe ? 
Sæoi. What——loſes, 'twere a Pain to keep; 
We ſay not, that our Nights are loſt in Sleep; 
What Pleaſures we in thoſe ſoft Wars Oe” „ 
We do not waſte, but to the full enjoy. te Tor, 


Enter CELIA. | 

Cel. Madam, Methinks thoſe ſleepy Eyes deci, 
Too lately you have eas'd a Lover's Care; * 
I fear you have with Intereſt repaid \ 
Thoſe eager Thruſts which at your- made 

Sxvi. With Force united, my ſoft Heart he d, 
Like Age he doated, but like Youth perform'd. 
She that alone her Lover can withſtand, 5 
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LOVE as well as others do; 
1 m young, not yet deform'd ; 


My tender Heart, ſincere and true, 


Deſerves not to be ſcorn'd. 
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Why, pull 15, then, why will you lie 


With forty Lovers more? 

Can I (/aid te) with Nature vie? 
Alas I am, alas, I am a Whore. 
| 12 III. 

Were all my Body larded o'er 
With Darts of Love ſo thick, 
That you might find in ev'ry Pore 


A well hung ſtanding P——; 


IV. 


Whilſt yet my Eyes alone were fee, 


My Heart would never doubt, 


10 am'rous Rage and Ecſtaſy | | 
To wiſh thoſe Eyes, to wiſh thoſe Eyes F oub 


— 


